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CHAPTEE XVn. 

THE summers' household. 

If the coontiy enjoys a momentary quiet, it is pleaded as an 
argument in favour of the good effect of wholesome rigouis. If, 
on the contrary, the country grows more discontented, and if riots 
and disorders multiply, new arguments are furnished for giving 
a vigorous support to the authority of the Government, on account 
of the rebellious disposition of the people. — Edmund Bubke 
(^Letter on the State of Irek^nd, written to the Bev. Dr, HvMey). 

Irish people on their first visit to England are 
aggressively self-defensive. They imagine that 
their English friends remember and despise 
their nationality every minute of the day ; 
whereas their English friends — unless the 
matter is obtruded upon their notice — concern 
themselves about it hardly more than about 
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2 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN? 

the breed of the beef on their table — ^be it 
Scotch, Irish, or English. If, indeed, the Irish 
make themselves in any way offensive, their 
EntjrUsh friends are at once reminded of their 
nationality ; if, on the contrary, the Irish prove 
singularly able or singularly agreeable, their 
EngUsh friends not only forgive, but so far 
forget the offence of their birth, as even to 
regard them as English. Hence it comes that 
the Irish contribute nothing to the greatness, 
and commit most of the crime, of this country. 
Like treason (appropriate comparison!) an 
Irishman never comes to good : 

Treason doth never prosper ; what's the reason % 
Why, if it prosper, none will call it treason. 

Unless, then, an Irishman makes himself in 
some way offensive, his English friends do not 
trouble themselves about his nationality. In 
truth, his English friends have very little 
thought to spare from themselves at all. 
While the vain and supersensitive Irishman 
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discerns a sneer in each look and a slight in 
each word, his English friend — who can no 
more get out of himself than off his own 
shadow — is not thinking of him at all one way 
or the other. And because he is not thinking 
of him at all, or of anyone but himself, an 
Englishman will sometimes say the most offen- 
sive things imintentionally and unconsciously. 
He is sometimes doubly narrow — narrow in 
imagination and narrow in sympathy — so that 
he could not if he would, and would not if he 
could, put himself in another's place. 

Now Mr. Summers, senior, was an imusually 
narrow specimen of an Englishman. Not only 
was Terence's ' Homo sum ; humani nihil a me 
alienum puto,' a world too wide for him, but 
he could feel no concern in or for any man or 
matter that didn't bear some relation to himself 
personally. His own affairs were of planetary 
importance ; the affairs of others were of im- 
portance in proportion to their bearing upon 
his own. If you informed him, on your 
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doctor's authority, that your hacking cough 
yras a symptom of a galloping consumption, his 
first thought would be that he had no hacking 
cough; his next, that consumption was sup- 
posed to be, in some extreme cases, infectious ; 
and his third, that you would feel an absorbing 
interest in a cough he had last winter for a 
week or two, to which he would at once divert 
the conversation. 

It might, then, be supposed that Mr. 
Summers would take no more interest in 
Ireland and the Irish than in the revelations 
of the microscope; yet he did, and a deep 
interest too — 

Froximiis ardet 
Ucal^n — 

Confiscation was infectious, and Mr. Summers 
had two tenants who paid him 80Z. and 30Z. a 
year respectively, which might any day, by 
the Irish precedent, be reduced by one half. 
Therefore, he held upon the Irish question 
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views strong to vehemence, derived like all his 
political views from articles in the newspapers. 
Curiously enough, however, his present views 
on this question were derived from the ' Pall 
Mall Gazette,' of all papers in the world. That 
journal had printed prominently a sarcastic 
letter, headed, * Solution of the Irish Difficulty,' 
suggesting (a propos of the Irish would-be 
volunteers who crossed to Flintshire to be 
drilled) that Irish Protestants should be 
draughted for drill to England at the expense 
of the Government and restored, armed, to 
their own country in successive batches, till 
all of that creed between the ages of eighteen 
and thirty had passed through the mill. Then 
Ireland was to be cut loose from England until, 
in the inevitable civil war which would ensue, 
the pure Celts and CathoUcs unarmed and un- 
drilled would be nearly exterminated and the 
Protestant victors so weakened as to be again 
governable by England. This letter having 
been copied into one of Mr. Summers' favourite 
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prints, was taken seriously by him and fur- 
nished him with his present views on the Irish 
question. 

If, therefore, Miles and Norah, like most 
Irish people on an English visit, expected their 
nationality to be remembered and remarked 
upon daily, they were not disappointed. For, 
though Mr. Summers had been cautioned by 
his son to respect their guests' patriotism, he 
gave free expression to his opinions of the 
Irish ; and his opinions of the Irish agreed in 
the main with those of Dean Wren — Sir Chris- 
topher's father — as they are handed down to 
us by Sir Thomas Browne. ' Ireland and Crete 
neither breed nor brook any venomous creature, 
which was a providence of God, considering 
that no creature can be worse than the natives 
themselves.' Such opinions as this he would 
express to his guests without the least conscious- 
ness of being offensive ; for his mind was too 
full of his own feelings to have room for a 
thought of theirs. 
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We are not, however, about to weary our 
readers with these opinions — trite truisms to be 
found in almost every English newspaper — but 
we thought it right to mention them in passing 
as detracting somewhat from the comfort ol 
Miles and Norah at the Towers. 

But Ireland was not the only subject on 
which Mr. Summers spoke authoritatively : he 
spoke authoritatively on every subject whereon 
he condescended to give an opinion at all In 
fact, he knew so little of anything as to imagine 
that he knew all about everything. According 
to Bacon, Puller, and Pope, a Uttle learning is 
an intoxicating thing, and so it doubtless was 
•in their days. But now a man had need to 
know nothing almost, to be positive about 
everything; so much wider is the horizon in 
art, science, politics, nature, and religion, dis- 
closed even to the most cursory glance in our 
day. That Mr. Summers knew nothing of any- 
thing we cannot certainly say, for he was sup- 
posed to. be an expert in fowls, or, at least, in 
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fowls of a certain breed — Dorking, we think. 
But on all other subjects he was the most 
ignorant and the most positive man we have 
ever met. If a stranger ventured to differ from 
him (only a stranger would venture), he woulct 
look perplexed for a moment and then repeat 
what he had said as though he had not been 
heard; and this repetition he appeared to 
regard as an additional and conclusive argu- 
ment. In truth, like many men born to wealth 
and position, he took the social deference con- 
ceded to his rank as a deference conceded to 
his intellect, and by some curious mental con- 
fusion imagined his authority in questions of 
sport, pohtics, and religion to be as indisputable 
as his authority in his own house, grounds, and 
stables. 

Mr. Summers received Miles' apology for 
Norah's absence from lunch so graciously that 
Mrs. Summers' anxious mind was relieved of 
its load. 

' Our air will soon set her up,' he said, and 
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THE SUMMERS' HOUSEHOLD. 9 

his manner suggested that the Springthorpe air 
was his private property. He repeated then a 
pompous grace — ^his daughter Ann crossing 
herself and curtseying at the proper places — 
for Ann was of an age which it would be 
hardly fair to indicate more nearly than by 
admitting that she was a devotee of two years' 
standing. During lunch Mr. Summers was the 
chief and almost the sole speaker, and his chief 
and almost sole topic was Ireland. He pro- 
pounded to Miles his ' Kilkenny cats' ' plan for 
the pacification of the country — to arm, drill, 
and discipline in England the Protestant 
minority of the north, and then to let them 
loose, by a separation of the two countries, 
upon the unarmed and undrilled Catholics. 

' Why, that's Bobadil's plan,' Miles replied, 
smiUng good humouredly. 

' Hem ! I beUeve there was some suggestion 
of the kind in the newspapers,' Mr. Summers 
admitted, imagining Bobadil to have been the 
correspondent of the 'Pall Mall Gazette.' Eeid, 
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feeling uncomfortable at the turn the conversa- 
tion had taken, attempted to change it. 

* You mustn't think, Mr. Wyndham ^ he 

began. But his father was not going to allow 
his guest to imagine that he was indebted for 
his ideas to this newspaper person Miles had 
mentioned, and he therefore broke in with : 
* It has been an idea of mine as long as I can 
remember, probably before the gentleman Mr. 
Wyndham has mentioned was bom. "Cut 
loose," I've always said, " cut loose Ireland, 
and then let them fight it out among them- 
selves." The Ulster men having English and 
Scotch blood in their veins would be more than 
a match for five times their number of Celts 
and CathoUcs.' 

* Roman Catholics*' interjected Ann empha- 
tically, though in a low voice. She held 
Boman Catholics to be dissenters from the only 
true Cathohc Anglican Church. The correc- 
tion broke irom Ann instinctively, for as a 
Sunday school teacher she dwelt weekly to her 
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class upon the essential difference between 
Catholic and Eoman Catholic. Hence this pre- 
sumptuous correction of Mr. Summers slipped 
from her almost mechanically, to her father's 
stupefaction and her own confusion. Mr. Sum- 
mers, having looked at her for a moment as 
though he could hardly believe his ears, and 
having thus made everyone at the table 
thoroughly uncomfortable, resumed with a 
composure so perfect that, but for an access 
of pompousness in his manner, you would 
hardly have supposed that anything had 
happened. 

' As I was Saying, Mr. Wyndham, when I 
was interrupted, I should leave the Protestants 
to settle with the Catholics in Ireland, and 
not take the country back till it was well 
weeded.' 

* And watered ; for I suppose you'd have 
all the Catholics exterminated .? ' Miles asked 
ingenuously, as one awaiting the response of an 
oracle. 
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*A11 the disaffected Catholics certainly, 
most certainly ; for they can be governed only 
by the lash ; and the lash, sir, is un-English ; it 
has no place in the British Constitution.' 

'Except ' began Miles, only to be 

silenced by his host resuming his lecture. 

' You cannot say, Mr. Wyndham, that we've 
not given you a fair trial. For centuries you've 
enjoyed all the privileges and blessings of 
British rule, and what is the result? You've 
never been quiet for ten years together, not for 
ten years together 1 ' 

* I remember,' said Miles, speaking in the 
easy and measured way of one recalling a 
trivial incident of his own experience, ' I 
remember being struck with an extraordinary 
instance of vitality and viciousness in an eel 
recorded in BoswelFs " Life of Johnson." As 
the Doctor passed a fish-stall, he overheard the 
fishmonger, who was skinning an eel alive, 
curse the unconscionable brute because it 
wouldn't lie still during the operation.' 
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Miles' manner was so much that of a man 
who was recounting a simple incident in 
Natural History, solely because of its* intrinsic 
interest, that Mr. Summers, who was an ex- 
ceedingly dense Boeotian, imagined that his 
guest wished to turn the conversation upon 
finding he had not an argumentative leg to 
stand on. Not * to load a falling man,' there- 
fore, he allowed Miles to make good his re- 
treat, and even built a silver bridge to facilitate 
his escape. 

*Very interesting,' he said, nodding his 
head approvingly, ' and quite true. I remember 
when I was in Scotland, one of the boatmen 
caught an eel,' etc., etc., etc. Mr. Summers 
was always remembering when he was in 
Scotland, and what he ate and drank, and did 
and didn't, and paid and dechned to pay. He 
would keep you from touching the grouse in 
your plate by a long and engrossing account of 
a grouse he had eaten ten yeaf s before, which 
was either remarkably tender, or remarkably 
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tough, or remarkably dear. Of course, its 
toughness, tenderness, or cost only embalmed 
the bird in Mr. Summers* memory; what really 
consecrated it as a sacred relic for your 
reverence was the fact that Mr. Summers had 
eaten it, ten years ago. Hence it happened 
that Mr. Summers could no more be at a loss 
for subjects of interest to converse upon than 
Midas for gold ; since the mere fact that a 
thing belonged to or occurred to Mr. Summers 
transmuted it into something precious, of how- 
ever shght importance it might be in itself. 

While Mr. Summers was in the midst of an 
absorbing story about a macintosh which was 
lent, or left, or lost somewhere in Scotland, 
Effie, his youngest born — an enfant terrible — 
who had been staring for some time with all 
her eyes at Miles, suddenly shouted across to 
him, * Carrie said you'd got no clothes.' This 
remark of Carrie's, which must have been 
made in reference to Norah's scanty luggage, 
had prepared Effie to find Miles either in rags 
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or less than rags. Hence her remark, which 
was followed by scream upon scream as from 
one possessed. The fact was that Carrie had 
admonished her to silence by a mild kick under 
the table, 

' What is it, Effie, what's the matter dar 
ling ? ' cried her idolising mother at these heart- 
harrowing screams. ' Hush, there there, come ; 
she's frightened, poor child ! Hush, then, hush. 
Yes, yes, we'll go to the nursery. She can't 
bear strangers. Hush, hush, pet ! ' And EflSe 
was borne off kicking and screaming like one 
demented 

If the former interruption disconcerted Mr. 
Summers, how much more, thought Miles, will 
these excruciating shrieks put him out ? But 
they didn't at all put him out. His pride in 
anything that was his extended to its defects, 
and Effie was yet young enough to be classed 
with his dogs and Dorkings. He would even 
quote to you as admirable, instances of the 
child's extraordinary cunning or selfishness, and 
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expect you also to set them down to her 
credit. 

* A very singular child ! ' he said to Miles, 
who, like Dr. Johnson in an analogous case, 
wished the phenomenon had been impossible. 
* A very singular child ! so observant and im- 
pressionable. All eyes and nerves. I assure 
you I've seen her in one of those paroxysms 
fling knife, fork, plate, spoon, and tumbler, all 
over the place ! ' 

* She's a perfect little devil!' exclaimed 
Eeid incontinently. Hereupon all the mother 
so strongly asserted itself in Mrs. Summers that 
without any prompting she protested with an 
earnestness almost tearful. 

' Indeed^ Mr. Wyndham, she's not a devil.' 
Before Miles could express disbelief in this 
specific charge made against the child, Mr. 
Summers, whose offence with his son was deep, 
though dumb, rose solemnly to say a grace, of 
which the words might have been addressed 
elsewhere, but the tone was addressed as a 
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rebuke to Reid. Miss Summers, who had also 
been offended, but only at the profane mention 
of the devil, hurried at once from the room, 
followed by Carrie humming a hymn from the 
hymnal of the Salvation Army, in which the 
offensive name occurred. From sheer opposi- 
tion to her sister she would have embraced the 
doctrines of the Salvation Army if they had 
had any ; failing them, she took to quoting or 
singing hymns of that sect on all occasions, to 
the exasperation of her ritualistic sister. 

Mrs. Summers wavered feebly for a moment, 
meditating a renewed rehabilitation of Effie ; 
and then, thinking better of it, followed her' 
daughters. 

Then Mr, Summers asked Miles to go with 
hira over the place ; and the three went together 
for some hours' inspection of everything, from 
the Dorkings and the hencoops to the patent 
padlocks on the gates. No doubt, all thes^ 
things were of an extreme intrinsic interest, but 
not, perhaps, of that absorbing kind Mr. Sum- 
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mers imagined them to be. He expected, and 
even exacted, from Miles an interest in the 
least of them, which he would not himself have 
felt, or feigned, in any matter, however mo- 
mentous, which concerned his guest. We have 
met a good many Mr. Summers in England, 
who make you look through a microscope at 
the least of their affairs, and who yet would 
need a telescope to bring the greatest of yours 
into view. 

Now the exhibition the family had made of 
themselves had the effect upon Eeid of irritating 
him not only with them, but with Miles for 
having witnessed it. He was, besides, greatly 
disappointed with the impression Norah had 
created, as he imagined that her beauty would 
have taken the household by storm. He had 
no idea that beauty, so far from winning for- 
giveness from his sisters for her lack of fortune, 
needed it from them for itself. ' The women 
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pardoned all except her face/ Therefore Eeid 
was out of temper ; and Eeid crossed in any- 
thing was a very different person from Eeid 
when all went well with him. A rough rub 
erased the surface polish. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

MR. SUMMERS MAKES A JOKE. 

L'amoar-propre est ramour de soi-mtee, et de toutes choses 
pour soi ; il rend les hommes idolfitres d'enx-mdmes, et les ren- 
drait les tyrans des antres si la fortune lent en donnait les moyens^ 
II ne se repose jamais hors de soi, et ne s*arr6te dans les sujets 
Strangers que comme les abeiUes sur les fleurs, poor en tirer ce 
qui lui est propre. — LA Rochefoucauld. 

Dress, the first temporal penalty of the Fall, is, 
perhaps, also the worst to the sex which occa- 
sioned it. It is hardly possible for our sex to 

conceive the continuous and harassing anxiety, 

* 

heart-burning, suffering, and slavery imposed by 
this idol upon its worshippers. Tarpeia herself 
was hardly more cruelly punished for her love 
of ornament, than her sex, crushed beneath the 
weight of their triumphs. Even those who are 
embarrassed, not by the want, but by the wealth, 
of choice open to them, are racked at times 
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with tormenting doubts or consumed by cor- 
roding envy. 

The inferior priestess, at her altar's side, 
Trembling begins the sacred rites of pride; 
Unnumbered treasurecr ope at once, and hercf 
The various offerings of the world appear ; 
From each she nicely culls with carious toil. 
And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil. 
This casket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
The tortoise here and elephant unite, 
Transformed to combs, the speckled and the white. 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows^ 
Pufb, powders, patches, bibles, billets-doux. 

Nevertheless, even Belinda has her liorrible 
moments of doubt as to what to wear, of mis- 
giving when she has decided, of envy when she 
is outshone. 

But, when we come down from Belinda to 
our heroine with her simple and scanty ward- 
robe to choose from, and no one to advise with 
her in making a choice which would be exposed 
to the scorching criticism of strangers, worcjs 
&il us to express the anguish of her soul I For- 
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tunately it was short as it was sharp — so far at 
least as the suspense of choice was concemed-r- 
for when she woke she had only time, and 
hardly time, to dress for dinner. Though she 
had felt weary enough, when she lay down, to 
sleep for a week, she couldn't for a long time 
close, her eyes, or get Maurice out of her mind. 
When, however, she did at last fall asleep, she 
made up arrears by the depth and length of her 
slumbers. Her father had knocked gently at 
her door four times at long intervals before she 
answered, and then, as we have said, she had 
barely time to dress for dinner. When she had 
dressed and was looking at the result in the 
glass with a sense of dejection and dismay, 
which would seem absurdly out of proportion 
to its cause to anyone not of her sex and age, 
a knock came to her door, ushering in Miss 
Carrie sumptuously apparelled. Miss Carrie 
appraised at a glance every visible article she 
had on as keenly and as depreciatingly as any 
pawnbroker could have done, and was plainly 
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as pleased, as Norah was dissatisfied, with the 
result of the inspection. It is true, Norah 
looked charming, but then she would have 
looked more charming in a more ravishing 
costume : 

Let not a maiden think, however fair, 
She is not fairer in new clothes than old. 

And, besides, Norah's modest dress made her 
seem more patronisable than ever. 

' You look lovely ! ' she exclaimed, when she 
had completed her swift and satisfactory survey. 
* Simplicity suits you to perfection. Do you 
always dress so simply ? I should, if I were 
you ; but I can't, you know ; I daren't ; I 
should look such a fright.' Then she entered 
into a detailed criticism — quite beyond us — of 
Norah's dress, looking the while at herself in 
the glass from every point of view she could 
command, by turning her head or twisting her 
body in all possible directions. Then she asked 
Norah suddenly and pointblank how she looked ; 
and, on receiving of course a satisfactory 
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answer, imparted the sacred secret of her 
possession of an admirer who was to dine that 
night with them : Leslie Chillingham, a most 
picturesque person in Carrie's presentation of 
him, rich, handsome, clever, and accomplished 
— but a Eadical, indeed a Eadical candidate, 
for he was about to stand in that interest for 
the Riding. 

' Is Mr. Summers a Eadical ? ' 

* Papa ! he detests Eadicals ; but he thinks 
he can influence Mr. Chillingham, convert him, 

perhaps. And besides ' Here the young 

lady paused blushing. She intimated by the 
aposiopesis that Mr. Chillingham might be con- 
verted by other and higher charms even than 
those of Mr. Summers' eloquence. 

Now Miss Carrie had made her mind up 
before entering the room to say nothing to 
Norah of Mr. ChiUingham's admiration; in 
part because that admiration was not quite so 
pronounced as she wished and intimated it to 
be ; and in part because it was undignified to 
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confide it forthwith to a stranger, and a mere 
child like Norah. Yet hardly had she entered 
the room before she gushed out with the affair I 
And hardly had she given, before she regretted, 
the confidence, and felt aggrieved with Norah 
as its recipient! She had at least the re- 
venge of making Norah feel still more uncom- 
fortable about her toilet. However, there was 
no time now to think about it, as they had to 
hurry down to the drawing-room at the sound 
of the dinner-gong. 

As they entered Mr. Summers' brow cleared, 
and he advanced to greet Norah with a pom- 
pous condescension, not reassuring. Miss Sum- 
mers, meaning also to be stately, was frigid to 
rudeness. Mrs. Summers, feeling grateful to 
Norah for not needing an intermediate meal, 
asked her if she felt refreshed after her sleep, 
and introduced her to Mr. Chillingham. Mr, 
ChiUingham, being a candidate, was of course 
gracious as a grocer to every one under the 
patronage of a possible patron. He was a 
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young man who had lost faith in everything at 
present in existence, except himself; but yet 
was buoyant under the respoiisibility^-which 
made Hamlet mad — that of being born to set 
all right. He was just out of Oxford where he 
had distinguished himself both as a scholar 
and speaker, and was really a very clever and 
accomplished young gentleman. Li a few 
years, when the. centre of his faith has shifted 
somewhat, he will even be endurable ; but at 
present he is a prig. However, Norah doesn*t 
fall to him to be taken into dinner but to the 
host ; who perceiving at last that she was very 
pretty indeed, became ponderously gracious to 
her. He explained to her that it was the 
Springthorpe air — of which he spoke as though 
lie kept it bottled in his cellar with his wines — 
that made her sleep so soundly and long ; and 
cited, seemingly as a parallel case, the cure of 
sleeplessness in dipsomaniacs in the Spring- 
thorpe hydropathic establishments, as due alto- 
gether to the ozone of the air. As Mr. Sum- 
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mers spoke slowly and thoughtfully, this subject 
lasted him through the soup, and half-way 
through the fish, when he passed to one of even 
greater interest — ^namely, an occasion when 
he had himself slept for fifteen hours at a 
stretch. As this was an incident of absorb- 
ing and universal interest, Mr. Summers 
entered into all its circumstances and ad- 
dressed himself to the whole table, hanging 
in mute attention upon his hps. It had hap- 
pened in his youth, in his bachelor days, in 
Scotland in an inn after a long day's shooting in 
which he had made a moderate bag (its contents 
were duly detailed), and after which he had 
made not so moderate a dinner (dishes detailed 
all but one, of which he was not quite certain 
at this distance of time). However, he went to 
bed at ten o'clock, and did not wake once till 
one the next day ! Here he looked round 
from guest to guest for expressions of amaze- 
ment, and came last to Miles, who could think 
of nothing better to say in response to the mute 



28 « THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

appeal than — 'I should think Saundy made 
you pay for a double-bedded room.' 
'Eh?' 

* They didn't charge you for a double-bedded 
room?' 

' We had separate bedrooms,' said Mr. Sum- 
mers stiffly, affronted by this suggestion that he. 
and his shooting companion had shared the 
same bedroom^ Then Miles had to explain his 
quotation from Dick Swiveller at length and 
amid the densest silence, with the result that 
when he came to Dick's demand that the irasci- 
ble lodger should pay for a double-bedded 
room, Mr. Summers said : 

* He didn't pay, of course ? ' 

* It was only a joke,' said Miles. 

* It would have been past a joke if he had 
paid,' replied Mr. Summers ; and this, which 
really was a joke, tickled him so much that he 
repeated it, looking round again from face to face, 
and saying to Norah, ' Eh, Miss Wyndham, what 
do you say ? ' Norah, not venturing to say any- 
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thing, Mr. Summers looked once more round the 
table beaming with pride and enjoyment of hi» 
joke, which put him in perfect good humour with 
Miles and everyone else. ' But I quite agree with, 
what you say, Mr. Wyndham, about the extor- 
tion of the Scotch,' he continued, addressing him- 
self first to Miles, but, when the interest of his 
subject grew thrilling, to the table at large, 
' For, on a subsequent visit to Scotland I put up 
>at an inn at Inverness, the Imperial, I think, and 
was cliarged five shillings for a bottle of corked 
port I couldn't drink. Five shillings, by Jove ! 
for a bottle of bad port which I never drank ! 
I declined point-blank to pay — the fellow swore 
he would make me pay, and absolutely sum- 
moned me for the five shillings ! I was 
advised to pay and have done with it — I 
declined. I declined even to employ a lawyer. 
I appeared in court personally ; put the whole 
case at length before the magistrate, exposed 
in a speech of twenty minutes the scoundrel's 
extortion in charging a crown for a bottle of 
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bad port, and won the case, sir, in a 
canter ! ' 

*Oratio de CoronS,,' muttered Miles, to whose 
freehandedness this fuss about five shilKngs, a 
debt which was certainly due, seemed con- 
temptible. This time, however, he didn't 
venture to utter his joke aloud, though 
he was not able to suppress it altogether. 
It was a ready pun and a happy sarcasm 
at the disproportionate importance Mr. Sum- 
mers gave the paltry business — ^at any rate 
Mr. Chillingham, who caught the words, thought 
so. Bending across Miss Carrie, who sat between 
himself and Miles, he said, * Pray don't explain 
that joke, Mr. Wyndham ; it would be " murder 
to dissect " it' 

* Oh, do explain it, Mr. Wyndham, I love a 
joke so — do tell me,' cried Carrie, suspecting a 
sarcasm, and hoping to make mild mischief of 
some kind. 

* I said Mr. Summers made a speech for the 
Crown,' replied Miles, in the hope of making 
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this pun intelligible. He was not going to be 
trapped again into a lengthy explanation, by 
which a joke, like a perfume long exposed, be- 
comes vapid to nauseousnsss. But Carrie could 
make no more of the English than of the Latin 
pun. However, she affected to understand it, 
and in order to show and share her enjoyment of 
it, she cried out, ' Papa, do you know what Mr. 
Wyndham says? He says that at Inverness 
you made a speech for the Crown.' 

* Not for the Crown. For the defence ; for 
the defence. I was defendant in the case, 
Mr, Wyndham, and the Crown is usually 
plaintiff or prosecutor.' Mr. Summers spoke 
with unusual weight, being a specialist and ex-- 
pert in this matter as a magistrate. * I am, sir, 
under the king in some authority.' Miles had 
the wisdom this time to keep silence, and to 
accept with perfect gravity Mr. Summers' 
correction on this recondite point of forensic 
practice. 

It will be seen from this specimen of the 
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conversation that, with the exception of the 
host's * past-a-joke ' jest> there was nothing to 
enliven a dull dinner. Mr. Summers monopo- 
lised the attention of the table — as he always 
did when he had himself for a subject — ^and his 
stories, though of absorbing interest, no doubts 
were not exactly lively. Such as it was, how- 
ever, the conversation indirectly affected our 
heroine's fortunes through attracting Mr. Chil- 
lingham to her father. Being fresh from Oxford, 
he naturally thought Miles' classical pun 
admirably apt and ready, and, after the ladies 
had left the room, he devoted himself with the 
pertinacity of an American interviewer to get 
all the Irish information he could out of such an 
evidently shrewd and quick observer. Mr. 
Chillingham had the sympathetic interest in Ire- 
land, common amongst English Eadicals, which, 
is precisely that a doctor feels in a case that 
will test crucially the truth of a treasured 
theory. He couldn't feel, or affect to feel, a 
liking for the Irish ; still less could he pretend 
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to regard them as on a level — ^not to say with 
the English — but with any other Western 
Aryan race; but their very inferiority would 
put his principles to the most trying and tri- 
umphant test. Besides, whatever they were, 
they had been brutally ill-used by the privileged 
classes, and were at least as much entitled to 
legal protection from ill-usage as the dumb 
creatures beneath the safeguard of S.P.C.A. 

These, in brief, were Mr. Chillingham's 
views on the Irish question, held impregnably 
and expressed ex cathedra^ and he was glad to 
get from Miles such information as confirmed 
them. Information which did not confirm 
them he naturally put aside as prejudiced. No 
one made a more liberal allowance for prejudice 
— in others — than Mr. Chillingham. 

As for Miles, he had his prejudices, of course. 
His views, for instance, of the relative brutality 
and animalism of the two peoples, English and 
Irish, would have sounded simply insane to 
English ears. But, as Miles knew, they might 

VOL. II. . D 



34 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN,' 

to much more advantage be ' howled out in the 
desert air, where hearing should not latch them/ 
than addressed to English ears, he kept them 
discreetly to himself. Thus he and Mr. Chil- 
lingham got on so well that the latter insisted 
on his spending Tuesday next with him to meet 
and enlighten about Ireland a Secretary of State, 
who was coming down to support by a speech 
in a neighbouring town the candidature of our 
Eadical friend. Miles declined, feeling a deli- 
cacy about accepting an invitation in which his 
host was not included ; but, on Mr. Summers 
himself urging his acceptance of it, he at length 
gave way under the flattering pressure put upon 
him by Mr. ChiUingham. He did think a good 
deal of Norah s loneliness without him in such 
a house, but he couldn't well plead this excuse, 
and he had no other to offer. His absence on 
that day made, as we shall see, a much more 
serious difference to Norah than he could have 
imagined. 

Meanwhile Norah was having a dreary time 
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of it in the drawing-room. Carrie, who was 
sprightliness itself in the dining-room, became 
suddenly limp, listless, and even sullen as the 
door closed behind the ladies on their exit. Mr. 
Chillingham's attention to her had not been as 
marked as she had expected and had given 
Norah to expect ; wherefore she was naturally 
aggrieved with Norah. Miss Summers, who 
was resolved to baffle Norah's crafty and shame- 
less pursuit of her brother, entertained her 
guest with a photographic album, in which she 
pointed out aU the portraits of all the great 
people of their acquaintance, but especially that 
of a young lady to whom, she said, her brother 
was, to all intents and purposes, engaged. She 
showed her hand so clumsily by making a dead- 
set at this photograph, and dinning again and 
again into her guest's ears the fact of her 
brother's virtual engagement, that it was im- 
possible for Norah to misunderstand her drift. 
As for Mrs. Summers, having complained of a 
complaint of the under-housemaid about over- 
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work in connection with the preparation of 
Miles' and Norah's bedrooms, she relapsed into 
her usual apathetic silence. Norah thought to 
herself that the poorest Irish peasant was incom- 
parably better mannered than these rich English 
people — had more of the * root of the matter ' 
in hina. He would certainly have shown deeper 
insight and sympathy, a more sensitive con- 
sideration for her feelings, and a disinterested 
eagerness to please infinitely greater. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A DUENNA. 

All seems infected that th' infected spy, 

As all looks yellow to the jaundiced eye. — Pope. 

A CERTAIN Mrs. Chinnock, an old lady with the 
most charitable hand and the most uncharitable 
tongue (no uncommon combination) in Spring- 
thorpe, said two years since to Miss Summers, 
on her becoming a pronounced devotee : * I 
wouldn't give it up for a year yet, my dear, if I 
were you.' An oracular speech which Miss 
Summers, though not by any means a quick- 
witted person, was at no loss to interpret. Her 
knowledge at once of herself and of Mrs. 
Chinnock made its meaning unmistakable by 
her. It was, indeed, similar advice to that 
Mistress Quickly gave FalstafT: *How now, Sir 
John ! ' quoth I, * What, man ! be o' good 
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cheer. So a' cried out, " God, God, God !^" 
three or four times. Now I, to comfort him, 
bid him a' should not think of God ; I hoped 
there was no need to trouble himself with any 
such thoughts yet.* 

In fact, Mrs. Chinnock meant to suggest 
that religion was a resource of despair to 
spinsters of a certain age. It cannot be denied 
that there was truth in the suggestion; for, 
speaking generally, the Church receives into its 
charitable bosom the failures of both sexes. It 
may be remarked, too, as regards the gentler 
sex, that the most devoted votaries of pleasure 
become the most devout votaries of piety ; and 
that flirts especially develop into fervent de- 
votees. It is only a mild illustration of the 
Hudibrastic aphorism : 

The greatest saints and sinners have been made 
Of proselytes of one another's trade. 

At all events, it is true of Miss Summers that 
the Church's gain was proportionate to Mam- 
mon's loss. Her fervour now as a fanatic was 
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as glowing and aggressive as had been her 
fervour as a flirt in her unregenerate days. 
Among Eochefoucauld's maxims occurs a re- 
flection which gives the key to the aggressive- 
ness at least of her fanaticism. * Les vieillards 
aiment a donner de bons pr^ceptes, pour se 
consoler de n'Stre plus en ^tat de donner de 
mauvais exemples.' She put the crpss she took 
up to the same use that the provoked priest in 
the Irish story put the sacred symbol — the be- 
labouring with it of the enemy. She never 
missed a chance of pointing out the impiety of 
the profane ; and it may truly be said that 
religion was twice blessed to her in the assu- 
rance it gave her at once of her own security and 
of the insecurity of her friends. In a word, she 
was a spiteful old maid who found a free duct 
for her bile in the channel of religion. 

When the gentlemen had adjourned to the 
drawing-room on the evening of Norah's arrival, 
Miss Summers contrived to throw together her 
and Mr. Chillingham, to the common discom- 
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fiture of her brother and sister. For Mr. Chil- 
lingham and Norah got on so well together that 
Carrie was furious, and her brother uncomfort- 
able with jealousy* Mr. Chillingham, getting at 
once on to the subject of Ireland, of course got 
at once into hot water ; for there were only two 
other subjects on which Norah felt so warmly, 
and she had an uncompromising and positive 
way of expressing her opinions on any question 
she had decided for herself, which, in a very 
pretty, bright, and winning girl, was irresistible 
to such an antagonist as Mr. Chillingham. Of 
course if a giri, however pretty, witty, or 
winning, forces a man to feel himself her intel- 
lectual inferior, she is little likely to charm him ; 
but nothing short of trepanning could convey an 
idea of this kind into Mr. Chillingham's brain. 
Therefore, the two got on together excellently, 
to the chagrin of Mr. Eeid Summers and 
Carrie. 

Carrie, in fact, was furious and hated Norah 
intensely for the moment, after her manner ; 
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for Carrie's loves and hates were as sudden, 
violent, and transient as the sun and shower of 
an April day. Her brother was at first pleased 
by the evident admiration of Mr. Chillinghara. 
It replaced Norah on her pedestal ; for, if the 
truth must be told, Mr. Eeid Summers was dis- 
appointed by the impression she had made on 
his mother and sisters. He expected all the 
prejudices expressed freely against her before 
her arrival to melt in a moment on her appear- 
ance. But they hadn't at all. Neither Mrs. 
Summers, Ann, nor even Carrie, stood amazed 
and abashed before such loveliness. Now, he 
was of the number of those men — a very large 
number — ^who in the choice of a wife are influ- 
enced by the reflection, * What will Mrs. Grundy 
say ? Will " Society " see her with my eyes ? 
Will she do me credit with my set ? ' There- 
fore the admiration of Mr. Chillingham — the 
richest, or almost the richest, commoner in the 
Eiding, who had all the beauties of the county 
tiung at his head — at first pleased Mr. Summers 
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as a compliment to his taste and a justification 
of his choice. Pkinly Norah was all that he 
had imagined her, and the insensibility of his 
mother and sisters to her grace, wit, beauty, 
and brightness, was due to the jealousy at once 
of their sex and of their relationship to him. 
But when Mr. Chillingham's admiration and 
Norah's apparent appreciation of it grew more 
and more pronounced, Mr. Summers began to 
feel, with Claudio, that he had committed the 
folly of a schoolboy, ' who, being overjoyed 
with finding a bird's-nest, shows it his com- 
panion, and he steals it.' 

This throwing of Norah and Mr. Chillingham 
together, therefore, was a successful stroke of 
strategy of Miss Summers. It had, it is true, 
the disadvantage of helping Norah to a triumph, 
but this was well outweighed by the advantage 
of separating her from her brother, and her 
sister from Mr. Chilhngham. But, let it be 
clearly imderstood that these * impediments to 
the marriage of true hearts ' were contrived by 
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Miss Summers with the best intentions. She 
would tell, not only you but herself, and believe 
herself better than you might be disposed to 
do, that the most apparently spiteful things she 
did or said were said or done on the highest 
grounds, or from the purest motives. *The 
greatest impostor is the unconscious impostor,' 
says the Arab proverb. Her motives, in the 
present instance for example, were to save her 
brother from an Irish fortune-hunter, and her 
sister from disgracing herself and her family by 
flinging herself in the most fulsome and forward 
way at the head of Mr. Chillingham. 

At the same time she felt responsible to Mr. 
Chillingham in the business, when she saw how 
stricken he plainly was with admiration of this 
young adventuress. He must not be trapped 
in their house and by her means into a 
dangerous intimacy with this mercenary young 
person, who would throw Eeid over to-morrow 
for a richer rival. Therefore, she contrived to 
get Mr. Chillingham to herself for a moment in 



44 * THE WEARING OF THE GREEN. 

order to say: *rm so much obliged to you, 
Mr. Chillingham/ 

' Obliged to me ? ' 

' I knew, if I threw you and Miss Wyndham 
together, you would make the evening pleasant 
for her, poor thing 1 * 

' Obliged to me for that I The obligation 
is the other way, I assure you, Miss Summers. 
I owe you as pleasant an evening as IVe 
passed for a long time. She's a charming 
girl.' 

' My brother met them while on a sporting 
tour in some out-of-the-way Irish place, and 
asked them to come and see him here if ever 
they found themselves in England ; but they've 
paid Eeid the comphment of coming over on 
purpose to stay with us. It's certainly flatter- 
ing to him, for she's very pretty. Don't you 
think so?' Inconsequent as this sounded, 
there was no misunderstanding the suggestion 
that Norah was hunting down her brbther. 

' She didn't strike me as that kind of girl a^ 
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all/ replied Mr. Chillingham, turning away dis- 
gusted, and rude in his disgust. 

What are we to say of this version of 
Norah's visit? Miss Summers imagined, it is 
true, that her brothers account of Norah's 
heroism in saving his life was coloured by his 
love ; but she couldn't have imagined that the 
invitation given her and her father was of the 
casual kind she described, for she knew that 
Mrs. Summers had written twice to Norah 
asking her over definitely and at once. But 
Miss Summers was surprised out of the false- 
hood in her hurry to take advantage of a 
sudden opportimity of disparaging Norah to 
her new admirer. It must be said also in 
extenuation that she repented of the falsehood 
the moment after uttering it — because it failed. 
Failure and exposure are the two wings of 
repentance whereby it overtakes us swiftly. It 
is astonishing how our conscience is quickened 
when our sin either fails or is found out. On 
the other hand, if it succeeds or remains unde- 
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tected, penitence, being linked with retribution, 
limps after us as tamely. ' Pede poena claudo,'&c. 

This is rather a heavy moral to draw from 
Miss Summers' compunction upon the failure of 
her falsehood to affect Mr. Chillingham*s good 
opinion of Norah ; but a tarradiddle of this 
burning and shining light, not only of ' The 
Towers ' but of the parish, was, like a sunspot, 
of graver import and importance than the 
flickering of a mere terrestrial light. 

But Miss Summers wouldn't have been 
human without some human frailty, and if in 
mere matters of morality — truth, charity, or 
justice — she stumbled, in the higher region of 
religion she walked erect and straight. She 
never missed a service or broke a fast, or 
forgot a feast, or omitted or mutilated any 
ceremony, rite, gesture, or posture of the 
Church's ordering. In a word, she paid God 
in paper, as much cheaper than gold. 

Next day, being Sunday, she was off to the 
early service before the rest of the household, 
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except the servants and Norah, were awake. 
Norah, owing to her long and sound sleep of 
yesterday, naturally awoke early; and, after 
lying for more than an hour thinking miserably 
about Maurice, she got up in the hope of find- 
ing distraction from the tyranny and torment 
of her thoughts in a book, or a walk, or action 
of some kind. When she had dressed herself 
and drawn up the blinds and let in the patient 
morning, which for hours had been waiting 
wistful as a guardian angel at the door of a 
darkened heart, she felt an irresistible tempta- 
tion to steal out into the garden. It lay 
beneath her windows seeming asleep in the 
still sunlight, fresh with dew, flushed with 
bloom, and breathing balm ; and Norah, as she 
looked out on it thought of a verse of Keble's 
— a great favourite of hers — which seemed to 
suit the sacred day, the perfect morning, and 
her troubled heart : 

When from our restless couch we start, 
With fevered lips and withered heart, 
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Where is the spell to charm those mists away. 
And make new morning in that darksome day % 
One dmught of Spring's delicious air, 
One steadfast thought that God is there. 

For Norah was deeply religious in her way, 
which, though not Miss Summers' way, was 
yet, of its kind, good. With this sacred thirst 
in her heart, she ventured to steal out into the 
corridor and downstairs to the hall where a 
housemaid, busy with a brush, was humming a 
surly hymn. 

'Could you kindly show me how to get 
into the garden? ' asked Norah in her soft, low, 
sweet Irish voice — brogue, if you hke — but 
surely the most plaintive, musical, and per- 
suasive of accents from the lips of a young 
Southern girl. The housemaid stared open- 
mouthed for a moment at this unexpected 
apparition, and then, moved by that winning 
face and voice to more than mechanical civility, 
she said heartily and eagerly even : 

'You can go out this way, Miss, but the 



A DUENNA, 49 

side door is a bit gainer.^ This way, Miss, 
please/ preceding her to the side door, which 
she opened for her. When Norah had passed 
out she followed her to show her the turn to 
the garden, and would have gone to the garden 
gate with her if Norah had allowed her. 

* Pray do not trouble to come any farther. 
Thank you.' 

'You're welcome, Miss,' with a heartiness 
which was surprising from the querulous Kate. 
* Eh, but shoo is bonny, shoo is that I ' she said 
to herself as she watched Norah walk away ; 
' an' as gooid a lass as she looks, aw reckon ; 
pity shoe's Irish, an' abaht brass ! ' ^ contempla- 
ting Norah as a match for her young master. 
Kate always relapsed into broad Yorkshire 
when she talked to a fellow-servant or to 
herself. 

Meanwhile Norah had entered the garden, 
which didn't look so well at hand as at a 

^ Gainer, ».a. nearer way. 

^ Abaht brass, ».e. without money. 
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distance. It was laid out in beds, each ablaze 
with a single colour — red, blue, or yellow — 
which, blended into a bouquet by distance, 
were charming, but near at hand, wearied and 
almost worried the eye. Even in a bouquet 
Norah disliked a mere blaze of flowers un- 
relieved by green, and preferred that the 
blossoms should shine out, as they did in 
nature, and as the stars shine out here and 
there, from a soft, dim, restful background. 
But here in each bed a coarse and almost 
brutal blaze of a single colour, hardly relieved 
by a leaf, challenged the eye and o'erstepped 
the modesty of nature as much as a brazen 
troupe of under-dressed and over-painted ballet- 
girls o ersteps the modesty of maidenhood. 

Curiously enough, while Norah was con- 
templating the flowers with such reflections in 
her mind, she was herself being contemplated 
as the ideal flower of her thoughts. For Mr. 
Eeid Summers, whose windows also overlooked 
the garden, seeing her among the flower-beds, 
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and remembering where he saw her first, 
repeated to himself as he hastened down to 
join her, Wordsworth's hnes on Lucy : 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of DoTe, 
A maid whom there were none to praise, 

And very few to love : 
A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye. 
Fair as a star when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 

She turned as she heard his step upon the 
gravel, and advanced smilingly to meet him. 
She felt grateful for the contrast of his 
kindness with the coldness of the rest of the 
family. 

' Have you been long out ? ' he asked, as 
he detained her hand in his for a moment. 

'No, not long; about a quarter of an 
hour. I couldn't resist the view from my 
windows.' 

* Nor I,' he said significantly. She under- 
stood the compliment, of course, but under- 
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stood it as a mere compliment ; she was not 
going to appropriate it — being in no mood for 
badinage. 

* I should have thought you had got too 
much used to it to admire or even remark it. 
That's one of * 

A thing of beauty is a joy for ever, 
Its loTeliness. increases; 

he hastened to interrupt her with the first 
words that came uppermost (which, of course, 
were Keats' hackneyed lines), in order to 
force the compliment upon her and rise from 
it and by it to something less stagey and 
conventional. ' But I didn't mean the garden,' 
with a look which made it impossible for her 
not merely to misunderstand, but even to affect 
to misunderstand, his meaning. 

* Oh, you mean me ? ' cried Norah lightly, 
but not comfortable at all under the intensity 
of his gaze. ' That's very pretty, and quite 
Irish, and so a double compliment both to 
myself and to my country.' 
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' But it's not Irish at all, Miss Wyndham, if 
you mean by Irish not intended seriously. I 
was longing for ' 

' Mean by Irish not intended seriously ! ' 
cried Norah hastily and nervously, making a 
dash out of a comer into which she was 
plainly being driven. ' How could you suppose 
that I had so poor an opinion of myself and of 
my country? I took it quite seriously and 
gratefully, I assure you, and would have 
curtsied — only for the view from the windows. 
It looks too like "The Lancers" for Sunday 
morning. I wonder does anyone ever curtsy 
now except in " The Lancers " and the 
National Schools,' saying anything that came 
uppermost to turn him from a dangerous topic. 
That it was dangerous she inferred, not firom 
his words, but from his manner and horn his 
look. While speaking she had turned and 
was now walking back towards the house. 

' Pray do not go in yet. Breakfast won't 
be ready for half an hour, and I should like to 
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show you the conservatory as you seem so 
fond of flowers; 

* I was going in to get father to come out 
to see the garden.* 

' Oh, he saw it all yesterday. Besides, he's 
not up yet ; he was only being called as I 
came down. We can get this way/ turning 
up a path to the left. After they had walked 
together for a few steps in a nervous silence, 
which Norah, as in a night-mare, found it 
somehow impossible to break, he said : 

*I hope you've recovered somewhat from 
that terrible shock ? ' 

' Oh, I'm all right now, thank you.' 

' I can never forgive myself for having 
occasioned it ; or forget that I owe my life 
to you. Miss Wyndham.' 

* But it wasn't that which upset me. It 
was something which occurred afterwards,' 
she replied with a kmd of shudder. 

' Which occurred because you stood between 
me and death that morning ? ' 
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Norah was silent for a second and then 
said : 

* You make a great deal too much of what 
I did, Mr. Summers. I must have done it for 
anyone, and anyone in my place must have 
done it for you.' 

Li this last clause he read an encouraging 
compUraent which was not intended in the 
least. 

' No other girl would have had the courage 
and the presence of mind, and the — the un- 
selfishness,' he cried enthusiastically ; ' at least 
you cannot help my being grateful to you. 
But it wasn't my gratitude I wanted to express, 
but another ' 

' Eeid ! ' screamed his sister from the middle 
walk. On her return from service she also 
from the window glanced into the garden and 
was hurried out in hot haste by the spectacle 
it presented to her. She had no doubt at all 
that the tete-a-tete was of Norah's artful con- 
trivance, and she resolved, not only to break 
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in upon it, but to prevent its recurrence, if 
possible, during the stay of their visitors. She 
would dog the girl like her own shadow and 
save her brother from himself in spite of 
himself. 

' Eeid ! ' 

'Yes: 

* Breakfast I ' 

' Breakfast ? It's only ten minutes past 
eight/ 

'But Miss Wyndham will want time to 
take her things oflf.' 

' Her things ' being a hat. It was a trans- 
parent pretence to explain her intrusion upon 
the tete-a-tete; but Miss Summers was in too 
great haste to interrupt it to think of a 
more plausible pretext. Her brother, horribly 
annoyed, not only at the interruption, but at 
its obvious motive, turned again without a 
word to continue his walk with Norah to the 
conservatory. But Norah, infinitely relieved, 
said eagerly : 
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* I must go in.' 

* A hat can surely be taken off in less than 
twenty minutes ? ' 

* A gentleman's hat, perhaps ; but a lady's 

And then, there's your back-hair* Loose 

your hat and you never know when your back- 
hair may break out, unless it's looked to at 
once. Little does a gentleman know what 
back-hair is ! ' 

' You forget that I've seen it break out,' 
he said smiling, restored to good temper by the 
recollection. 

Norah blushed, remembering that mortify- 
ing occasion ; and Miss Summers, seeing the 
blush without hearing the remark which caused 
it, had her worst suspicions confirmed. The 
girl plainly was confounded by the detection 
and frustration of her wily plans. 

Norah, in the reaction of her relief, was in 
bright spirits ; and as she turned decidedly to 
meet Miss Summers, he had, of course, to turn 
with her. 
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' I didn't know how long it took you to get 
ready, Miss Wyndham/ said Miss Summers 
stiffly, when they had reached her. 

' I was just explaining to Mr. Summers that 
it all depended upon the state of the back-hair/ 
said Norah with, as Miss Summers thought, in- 
decent and consummate effrontery. In fact 
Norah, without in the least intending it, had 
blundered upon a sore spot ; for Miss Summers' 
' hair grew thin and hungerly,' and the luxuriant 
coils at the back of her head were false. 
Therefore her brother smiled sardonically. 
They were avenged. Miss Summers under- 
stood the smile and thought that Norah, in her 
rage at the interruption of the tete-a-tete^ had 
intended a sarcasm. 

Was this thoroughly odious and shameless 
girl to be allowed to entrap her silly brother and 
to disgrace the noble house of Summers ? Not 
certainly if her vigilance could prevent it. She 
would do all she could to stave off a proposal 



A DUENNA, 59 

until the girl had shown herself — ^as she soon 
must — ^in her true colours. 

* Don't you think/ she said, stung to savage- 
ness by Norah's supposed allusion to her false 
hah*, ' don't you think it would be better to 
keep such confidences for your maid ? ' — a 
double-edged stab at Norah's talking of such a 
thing as her back-hair to a gentleman, and at 
her having no maid. Norah drew a sudden 
breath and looked in sheer and mere amazement 
at her hostess, so utterly unexpected and unpro- 
voked was the attack. Eeid was furious. 
' Her maid — the meanest servant in her house 
— could teach you what you presume to teach 
her ! ' he cried at white-heat. * We can get to the 
house this way,' he added, turning suddenly to 
Norah. ' I can show you the Fernery in passing/ 

IsTorah, bewildered by the sudden storm, 
turned with him up the side path, leaving Miss 
Summers speechless and stock-still in the middle 
walk. 
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' I am so sorry, Miss Wyndham,' he began, 
after they had gone a few steps together. 

* What did I say ? ' asked she, interrupting 
him and trying confusedly to remember her 
words and find out the offence in them. 

' You said something about back-hair, and 
she imagined you meant it sarcastically.' 

' Oh, how could she think it ? I am so 
sorry, and I can't explain. I'm so sorry.' 

' It is for her to be sorry and to apologise. 
It was an insult to suppose you capable of such 
rudeness, to begin with.' 

' But how could she think it ? ' asked Norah 
again perplexedly. ' Perhaps you would kindly 
explain to her ' 

' When she apologises to you.' 

' No, no. If I was what she thought me, 
I deserved what she said. Pray, pray explain 
to her that I was incapable of such gross rude- 
ness,' she asked earnestly, in real distress at the 
misunderstanding. 

* Well ; if you wish it.' 
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* Yes ; I do indeed. I feel quite unhappy 
about it.' 

* Then I will. This is the Fernery.* 

*Not now, thank you, Mr. Summers. I 
must go in. Pray explain it soon to your 
sister.' 
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CHAPTEE XX. 
MISS summers' hint taken. 

Must I thus leave theci Paradise ? — ParadMe Lost. 

No wonder Norah was confounded, by 
being suspected of such outrageous rudeness ; 
yet the suspicion was not so monstrous from 
Miss Summers' point of view. From her 
brother's first mention of Norah, and of her 
visit to them, she had made up her mind that 
the girl was an Irish adventuress bent upon 
himting down so eligible a victim. . Now, when 
Miss Summers got an idea — ^a spiteful idea more 
especially — ^into her mind, she fed it, as a 
mother her young, with the kind of food on 
which it would live and thrive, and rejected all 
that might disagree with it and destroy it. In 
other words, she would see only what confirmed 
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her prejudice, and would shut her eyes tightly 
to what made against it. Of course, we all do 
this more or less, but women and clergymen 
are more given to this mental Daltonism than 
men; and Miss Summers more than most 
women was given to it. Therefore, she would 
see nothing in Norah herself which contradicted 
her preconception; while in Norah's meeting 
her brother in the garden at an hour when the 
rest of the family were in bed, or their bed- 
rooms, she saw confirmation of it strong as 
proof of Holy Writ. Now, if Norah was 
shameless enough to contrive this tete-a-tete^ 
she would of course be shameless enough to 
resent Miss Summers' interruption of it by the 
vulgar sarcasm of which she was suspected. 
Again, if this sarcasm, in turn, was resented in 
a manner that ought to bring her visit to a 
sudden end and so upset her designs upon Eeid, 
of course the girl would, if possible, explain 
it away. Accordingly Miss Summers was quite 
prepared for the explanation her brother was 
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authorised to give, and received it with a 
withering scorn which made an irreparable 
breach between thera. She would take care, 
too, that Norah should not affect to believe that 
the explanation was accepted and thus prolong 
her visit till the obvious object of the visit was 
accomplished ; for henceforth she would show 
her guest only such formal pohteness as the 
laws of hospitality exacted as a minimum. 

Now, Miss Summers' ideas of what the laws 
of hospitality exacted, even as a maximum, 
were not liberal ; and it may, therefore, be 
imagined that her manner to Norah and her 
father became now insupportable. 

And yet, as Norah knew, her explanation 
had been offered to Miss Summers ; for when, 
at the close of the last chapter, she begged Mr. 
Reid Summers again to make it soon, he 
replied : ' I shall make it now, if you like ' — 
and on entering the house, he went at once in 
search of his sister. Nevertheless at and after 
breakfast, her politeness to Norah and her 
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father was crushing in its punctiliousness and 
elaboration. It was a legal payment in full, in 
presence of witnesses, of all that was due from 
her to the uttermost farthing as a hostess to 
her guests. And the debt was discharged 
as graciously as Miss Sally Brass served the 
Marchioness at the point of a fork with her 
two square inches of cold mutton. 'Do you 
see this ? Then don't you ever go and say that 
you hadn't meat here.' 

Miles, who was a quick observer, saw at 
once that these precious balms were meant to 
break their heads, and he therefore asked 
Norah for an explanation when they got 
together for a few minutes before church 
time. 

*What on earth is the matter with Miss 
Summers, Norah.?' Then Norah explained, 
and wound up with : ^ Oh, father, do, do let us 
go away to-morrow. You can make some ex- 
cuse — a very slight excuse will do. They all 
wish us away except Mr. Keid Summers, and 
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it's nearly as unpleasant for him as it is for us. 
Do let us go to-morrow, father/ 

* But I can't. I promised to spend Tuesday 
with Mr. Chillingham.' 

* Oh ! ' groaned she from the bottom of her 
heart. To have to stay two days longer here 
was bad, but to have to stay one of those 
days here without her father, was a dismal 
outlook. 

* You couldn't put him off, father ? * 

* I'm afraid not, Norah ; but we can go on 
Wednesday, dear.' 

* Oh ! ' she groaned again ; * it seems a 
year. Well, Wednesday, then; and remem- 
ber I'm under police protection while I'm here. 
You mustn't leave me under any pretence 
or pretext whatsoever till I get back safe to 
Ireland.' 

* Except on Tuesday.' 

•I can't think what possessed you to 
arrange to leave me by myself here a whole 
day, father.' 
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* Indeed, dear, I thought it a shame at the 

« 

time ; but I couldn't get out of it.' 

' Well, I wish you a fine old English wel- 
come,' she said with playful vindictiveness. 

'Now, that's always the way with you 
women — if the vane veers, the spire's tumbling. 
How would you like an Englishman to get his 
idea of a fine old Irish welcome firom a visit to 
your aunt Winny ? ' 

* But you told me yourself, father, what to 
expect.' 

'In moderation, my dear; in moderation. 
I wasn't so sanguine myself as to hope for a 
Miss Summers.' 

'Dear! What shaU I do on Tuesday?' 
groaned Norah again, in serious distress. 

' The younger sister seems pleasant enough 
when she's in good-humour.' 

' But she changes so ! She treats me like a 
plaything; can't make too much of me one 
moment, and flings me away in a pet the 
next.' 

p 2 
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* She's of the soda-water sort of young 
woman— either fizzing or flat. But she's Hob- 
son's choice, my dear, and I should stick to her 
on Tuesday, if she'll let you.' 

It had struck Miles that the only possible 
explanation of Miss Summers' conduct was a 
suspicion of her brother's attentions to Norah. 
Up to this her father had regarded Norah as a 
child — a very wise and precocious child — but a 
child still. Now, however, in seeking an ex- 
planation for the scene of the morning, he could 

think of no other adequate motive for Miss 
Summers' behaviour than her suspicion that 
Norah was. running after her brother. He 
couldn't, of course, hint at so degrading a sus- 
picion to his daughter ; but he could suggest to 
her to keep as much and as closely as possible 
to the younger sister on the day of his absence. 
Hence his advice about Carrie. He had no 
idea that Norah had her own reasons for think- 
ing the advice good. The young lady was not 
the mere child he imagined her ; nor, if she 
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had been even younger than her years, could 
she have mistaken Mr. Eeid Summers' manner 
that morning. It was the fear of another such 
t^te-a-tSte that made her claim police protection 
from her father, and made her dread his deser- 
tion of her on the last day of their visit. 

This conversation between father and daugh- 
ter took place while they were waiting for the 
rest of the household to join them in a solemn 
procession to church. Mr. Summers never took 
his horses out on Sunday (or any other day if 
he could help it), nor would he allow even a 
potato to be cooked between the morning and 
afternoon services — that is, for his own lunch 
and the servants' dinner. The evening service, 
as he never attended it, was considered non- 
existent, and he was thus justified in having the 
most sumptuous and troublesome dinner of the 
week on Sunday. He was very High Church, 
because, like Dogberry, he prided himself upon 
' having everything handsome about him ; ' and 
he spoke of 'our services' (to which he 



70 * THE WEARING OF THE GREEN! 

contributed less in proportion to his means than 
the poorest peasant in the parish) as though it 
was at once due to him and his due. For 
he really believed that its magnificence — its 
candles, incense, flowers, &c. — ^was chiefly in 
his honour ; and that, if he left the parish, the 
vicar would certainly cease to maintain it. Nor 
could anyone who looked at him in church 
doubt that he considered the sermon prepared 
and preached specially for his approval. He 
listened to it with the precise air of a statesman 
listening to the proposal to him of a deputation * 
of some measure for the moral improvement of 
the poor. That the sermon, though addressed 
to him on approval, should have any personal 
application to himself, was not conceivable. 
We are really not sure that he did not in 
some dim, indefinite way, consider himself as 
the representative of the Church, to which the 
preacher referred and deferred as his sole au- 
thority at least ten times in every sermon — 
Vetat^ c'est moi. He was certainly, as a county 
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magistrate, the representative of the State, which 
in England is indistinguishable from the Church. 
At all events, he was plainly offended when 
Miles after service flippantly observed : * Those 
ritualist fellows are for ever appealing to the 
Church, as Mrs. Gamp appealed to Mrs. Harris ; 
but, if you press them, you find " there's no sich 
a person." The Church is only an alias for 
themselves. They're just forging an endorse- 
ment to the bill they draw on your credulity.' 
This from Miles, who had warned Norah against 
using figures of speech to average English folk ! 
But he was so outraged by Miss Summers' sus- 
picion of Norah that he grasped the first stick 
that came to hand to beat her with. But the 
stick, it seems, struck also the august person of 
Mr. Summers. 

* The principle of authority must be upheld, 
and Mr. Snippet upholds it,' he said severely. 
*I thought it an excellent discourse, a most 
excellent discourse.' 

*I wish he wouldn't say "among,"' — pro- 
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nouncing the o as in * long ' — ' and preach his 
sermon as if he was crying mackerel,' said 
Carrie pertly. She would have found nothing 
to remark in a sermon of St. Peter's but his 
GaUlean accent. Her father simply looked at 
her with upraised eyebrows, and even Carrie 
subsided — for the moment. 

' I never heard anything against Mr. Snippet's 
character/ observed Mrs. Summers at length, 
after puzzling over Miles' allusions to an alias 
and to forgery. This was a strong and decided 
speech for her, but she was encouraggd thereto 
by Mr. Summers' rebuke to Miles. 

' He is a most devout and devoted parish 
priest, and the way in which he has organ- 
isfed the parish is a pattern to the whole 
diocese,' pronounced Miss Summers authori- 
tatively. 

* Whenever I hear of a clergyman being a 
wonderful organiser I know what it means,' 
said her brother, who was not less eager than 
Miles to do battle with his sister. * It means 



MISS SUMMERS' HINT TAKEN, 73 

that he gets other people to do his work, whom 
he bullies and plays the bishop over/ 

' Then Ann organises Mr. Simmons/ inter- 
jected Carrie briskly — Mr. Simmons was the 
curate. Carrie would most certainly have been 
demolished this time by her outraged father if 
Effie hadn't diverted attention from her by a 
shrill question. 

'Why did Mr. Simmons call the devil 
" Satan," papa ? Is it his Christian name ? ' 
This ingenuous idea of the devil so took Miles' 
fancy that he might have become reconciled to 
the existence of this terrible infant, if her re- 
mark hadn't called forth a shower of stories 
of her precocity — told in her hearing — which 
restored her to odium. The most characteristic 
of them explained why the offertory bag was 
never now handed to her. On its first being 
presented to her, she had taken out a shilling 
instead of putting in sixpence — ^an act of wit 
and wisdom so extraordinary as to be rewarded, 
instantly, by another shilling, and, for months 
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afterwards, by the applause and delight of all 
to whom the anecdote was recounted. As the 
child naturally persisted in repeating the exem- 
plary act, her father forbade the bag being 
handed to her, and so saved sixpence a service. 
This and similar anecdotes in praise of this 
amazing child, sung by the delighted parents 
in Amaeboean strains, beguiled the rest of the 
way. 

Almost immediately after lunch the pro- 
cession re-formed for church, where 'an ex- 
cellent discourse' delivered on the authority 
of that mysterious Mikado-^the Church — was 
preached by Mr. Simmons, a most melancholy 
man, who somehow reminded you, by the 
length of his legs and of his nose, his round 
fixed eye, and the statuesque stillness of his 
attitude in preaching, of an adjutant bird. 
After service Carrie, who had fallen once more 
in love with Norah, since Ann had taken to 
withering her, seized on our heroine and kept 
her back out of earshot of Mr. Summers in 
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order to vivisect Mr. Simmons. K it was 
difficult to repress criticism of Mr. Snippet, it 
was quite impossible for her to repress 
criticism of Mr. Simmons. In the first place, 
while Mr. Snippet was married and appro- 
priated like 'a tame, villatic fowl,' Mr. Simmons 
was unappropriated and game for every gun in 
Springthorpe ; arid in the second place, Mr. 
Simmons was supposed to be marked down by 
her sister. Therefore Carrie began to turn into 
outrageous ridicule his face, figure, voice, and 
sermon, until Norah stopped her by saying : 
* It's not right, is it ? ' 

* Then lecture your father,' retorted Carrie, 
huffly. 

*He spoke generally. I don't think he 
meant to ridicule Mr. Snippet.' 

* Bah ! If you fire into a crowd you must 
mean to hit somebody; and I can't see that 
you're any better because you wound twenty 
instead of one. Are you ? ' 

* Well, no ; I suppose not,' said Norah, 



76 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

feeling and confessing that Carrie had the best 
of the argument on the whole. *But don't 
make fun of Mr. Simmons ; he seemed to me a 
very simple, earnest, good man/ 

* Well, I won't, if you Uke,' replied Carrie, 
much mollified by Norah's confession of defeat. 
' But he's an owl, and so you'll say yourself on 
Tuesday.' 

* Is he coming to dine on Tuesday ? ' 

' No ; but we're going to have a kind of 
picnic to Serborne Abbey on Tuesday* Ann 
has asked her Sunday School class to chaperon 
Mr. Simmons. That's just the meaning of it,' 
with a knowing nod. ' It wouldn't be proper 
for him to go without a chaperon, you know, 
and the class comes to chaperon him.' . 

* Won't Mrs. Summers come ? ' 

' Mamma ? She hates picnics ; and so do I ; 
at least this sort of thing — going as nursemaid 
to mill girls — and I wouldn't go a step if there 
was anything else to do, but there isn't,' queru- 
lously. Here her brother fell back to join them. 
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* You're out of it anyway,' she said to him. 
'Out of what?' 

' Out of Ann's picnic to Mr. Simmons on 
Tuesday. You're engaged to shoot over 
Selbysedge, aren't you ? ' 

' Are you going, Miss Wyndham ? ' 

* Of course she's coming. I am not going 
to wander about all day by myself. Ann and 
Mr. Simmons won't want me with them, you 
may be sure/ 

' I wish I hadn't promised Crofton ; but I 
didn't know then that you or Mr. Wyndham 
would be here this week,' turning to Norah. 

Here was the great Tuesday difficulty 
solved satisfactorily, and Norah felt infinitely 
relieved. At this point Mr. Summers senior 
turned round to say: *Eeid, Mr. Wyndham 
declares he must leave us on Wednesday.' 

* Wednesday I ' exclaimed Reid. * Not this 
Wednesday ? ' 

^ Unfortunately, yes,' said Miles, sacrificing 
sincerity to common courtesy. 
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*But surely you don't mean to put us off 
with a visit of three days ? ' 

' You're very kind, but it's out of our power 
to stay longer,' replied Miles politely, but with 
that kind of mechanical politeness which ex- 
presses that the words you use are to be 
accepted in a purely conventional sense. Eeid 
was at no loss to understand Miles' manner or 
its cause. Ann's insolent irony of politeness 
to her guest at and after breakfast, which 
exasperated him, was httle likely to be over- 
looked by them. Norah had probably explained 
the meaning of Ann's manner to her father 
with this result. It was quite certain that they 
hadn't come all the way from Ireland for a visit 
of three days; and equally certain that, if 
sudden news from home had changed their 
intention of a long stay. Miles would have said 
so. It was all Ann's doing, but her spite had 
overleaped itself, for he would most certainly 
propose at once for Norah and so prolong her 
visit. He had no doubt of acceptance ? None. 
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Norah had shown in Ireland an ingenuous 
eagerness to please him which there was no 
mistaking ; and what she had seen here of his 
wealth and position was not likely to tell 
against him. She not only hated, with good 
reason, poverty and debt ; but she was just the 
person to think much of his magnanimity in 
preferring a penniless Irish girl to the English 
heiresses he might have for the asking. In 
truth, the question in his mind — ^when away 
from Norah — was not, ' Will she accept me ? * 
but, * Shall I propose for her ? ' With Norah 
near, he had no doubt about proposing for her, 
but no doubt either about her acceptance of 
him. Being certain, therefore, that it was in 
his power by an immediate proposal to prolong 
their visit, he said only, in answer to Miles' 
' non possumus ? : 

' I am very sorry, but I still hope you may 
be induced to change your mind.' 

When Miles and the others in front turned 
to walk on, the irrepressible Carrie, whose 
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thoughts, like midges, needed no hatching and 
must fly forth at the moment of their birth, 
said to Norah : * It's Ann ; I know it's Ann. 
You didn't come over all the way from Ireland 
for a visit of three day^. Now, wasn't it 
Ann?' 

Her brother, after a swift glance at Norah's 
embarrassed face which confirmed his sus- 
picions, came at once to the rescue : 

* Carrie, you're as big a baby as Effie, and 
just as great a nuisance. You're quite enough 
yourself to drive Miss Wyndham away, if she 
was likely to take such offence at bad manners. 
I can't tell you how disappointed I am,' he 
added, turning to Norah ; * I hoped to show 
you something of the country, and to pay you 
back at least the health you lost. But I don't 
despair yet of persuading you to remain till 
you are quite strong again.' 

'But 1 am now quite strong, thank you.' 
Then, to change the conversation, she turned 
to say to Carrie, sulking under her brother's 
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snub, 'I should like greatly to see Serborne 
Abbey; 

* I thought you had ruins enough in Ireland,' 
replied Came, snappishly. 

' We've little else,' said Norah sadly, for she 
was sensitive to soreness on this subject: 

' You'll feel. at. home at Serborne Abbey, for 
English rapine laid it in ruins,' said Eeid, 
smiling. He couldn't believe, or even conceive, 
that Norah's love and pity for her country 
could be more than a thin sentiment. * It was 
one of Henry the Eighth's ruffianly raids ; but 
you'll forgive him when you see what a lovely 
ruin he has made of it.' 

' It's just a big bam with the roof off,' cried 
Carrie aggressively, smarting still under the 
snub. ' You'd rave about that factory, if it was 
old enough and ruined enough.' 

* Perhaps I should,' said her brother, anxious 
to conciliate her. * Certainly if its chimney 
had been built as long as the pyramids, we 
should have had all Europe admiring the 
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inimitable grace of the structure, and deploring 
a lost art/ 

'I hate all old things,' exclaimed the un- 
appeased Carrie. *I didn't mean you^ Ann,' 
for Ann had waited at the Lodge gates for 
them, in the fear that Carrie might allow her 
brother and Norah to wander off by them- 
selves. Ann's construction of their guests' 
sudden resolution of departure was creditable 
to their cleverness and to her own in detecting 
it. Their attitude of offence would suggest to 
her brother to make what reparation he could, 
and their announcement of an immediate 
departure would hurry him into making this 
reparation at once. She knew her brother 
well enough to hope that, if she could stave off 
a proposal during the stay of their guests, it 
would probably never be made. She had to 
be on guard only to-day and to-morrow, for on 
Tuesday he would be at Selbysedge, and Norah 
at Serborne Abbey. 

Affecting not to hear Carrie's vulgar sally, 
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jshe said, ' Papa wishes to know if you would 
like to go round the grounds with him and 
Mr. Wyndham, Miss Wyndham.' 

When ' papa ' proposed the inevitable 
round of the hencoops, &c., he had, of course, 
never thought of Norah till Ann suggested this 
treat for her. 

*Yes, I should, very much,' answered 
Norah, with, as Ann thought, hypocritical 
eagerness ; but Norah was really anxious to 
put herself under police protection. 

' Oh, / can show you all you care to see,' 
said Eeid quickly ; * unless you are interested 
in fowls.' 

* But I am ; deeply. You know bacon 
and eggs are the staple manufactures of my 
country.' 

'Irish eggs are always stale,' observed 
Carrie scornfully, her httle soul still vexed 
within her. 

' Because our breed of hens is so old- 

Q 2 
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fashioned. As you've got the newest kind, you 
can have fresh eggs every day/ laughing. 

But her little joke was not even perceived 
by Carrie, who never took the time or trouble 
to think for a moment together on any subject, 
except dress. She could say sharp things 
enough, but they were struck out of her on the 
spur of the moment; anything that needed a 
minute's reflection was out of sight of her 
mind. 

^Papa never lets us have them; he says 
they're worth a shilling apiece, and there's 
nothing but bother about them.' This last in 
a lowered tone, for they were approaching 
within earshot of her august parent, who was 
waiting to * personally conduct ' the party round 
the premises. 

He went the old round in the old order, and 

spoke of the same things almost in the same 

words he had used yesterday to Miles. He 

took as much credit for every chick as though 

^it was of his own hatching, and of every lock as 
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though it was his own patent ; and, as to the 
flowers. Miles said afterwards to Norah : ' Faith ! 
if I hadn't seen them all yesterday, I'd have 
thought he had created them this morning.' 

* But it was kind of him to take such pains 
to show us everything,' put in Korah, amiably. 

' Just as kind as it is of you to admire your- 
self in the glass every day. The glass is greatly 
flattered, I've no doubt ; but it isn't to please 
the glass you do it.' 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

EFFIE MAKES MISCHIEF. 

' Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of them.' So 
say I ; but then don't let him discharge his quiver upon us that 
are weaponless ; let them be arrows, but not to gall and stick 
u8. — Elia, 

* I THINK it's cowardly, too,' said Norah, who 
held some strong opinions, and expressed them 
strongly on provocation. The provocation in 
the present instance came from Carrie, who was 
ridiculing Norah's objection to coursing — the 
amusement proposed for the day by Mr. 
Summers. It was Monday morning, breakfast 
was over, and Mr. Summers, standing upon the 
hearthrug, had some time before suggested that 
not only Miles and his son, but his daughters* 
and Norah, should spend a pleasant morning in 
watching a hare hunted to death in the neigh- 
bourhood. Carrie was in high delight at the 
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prospect, because she liked to see not only the 
hunt, but the hunters ; perhaps Mr. Chillingham 
among the rest. She described' with great spirit 
to Norah the last hunt she had attended, in 
which, she said, * the hare was run to a jelly.' 

Whereupon Norah mildly remarked that she 
thought it ' very cruel.' 

* Then of course you won't come to-day,' 
said Carrie sarcastically, thinking Norah's com- 
ment cant, and never imagining for a moment 
that she could decline such a treat. 

' No, thank you.' 

' Do you really mean to stay at home ? ' in- 
credulously. 

' Yes ; if you don't mind.' 

* What a ridiculous notion ! ' cried Carrie 
derisively. 

* But it is cruel,' repeated Norah, nettled a 
httle by Carrie's offensive tone, ' and I think it's 
cowardly too.' 

*Papa, Miss Wyndham says we are all 
cowards,' exclaimed Carrie, determined to over- 
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whelm Norah by calling up this tremendous 
reinforcement Mr. Summers simply gazed con- 
founded at Norah, who, reddening to the roots 
of her hair quite as much with vexation as with 
confusion, said hesitatively : 

* I only said that I thought himting a hare 
cowardly/ 

* Cowardly ! ' gasped Mr. Summers. 

* I mean that it's so weak and timid and 
defenceless,' pleaded Norah. 

* I presume you know, Miss Wyndham, that 
some of the best people in England hunt, from 
the Prince of Wales down, and they're not ex- 
actly the milksops and cowards of the country.' 
Mr. Summers was so much affronted by the 
audacious charge brought against him person- 
ally (for of course he thought only of himself), 
that he spoke with exceeding stiffness and 
severity even. Wherefpre Miles, though of the 
opposite camp, deserted at once to Norah. 

Well, it depends on what you mean by 
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" cowardly/' ' he said. ' It isn't cowardly in the 
sense that a milksop is cowardly — without nerve 
or courage-^— but it is cowardly*in the sense that 
a bully is cowardly. You call a man a coward 
who beats a woman, because she can't resist 
him ; and in this sense there's certainly some- 
thing cowardly in a crowd of men and dogs 
running a wretched hare "into jelly,'' as Miss 
Carrie describes it.' 

Miles, having overheard this expression, was 
not sorry to administer the rebuke in retaliation 
for Carrie's attempt to make mischief. 

* The class of people who hunt and course 
are not exactly the class of people, I take it, 
who beat their wives. I have yet to learn that 
the English aristocracy are cowardly in any 
sense,' retorted Mr. Summers, with an access of 
pomposity. He was as much amazed as annoyed 
by being opposed and even lectured. 

*A man may do a cowardly thing without 
being a coward, just as he may do a cruel 
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thing without being cruel — from thoughtless- 
ness: 

Evil is wrought by want of thought 
As well as want of heart ; 

or, as Tennyson puts it : 

Cruel as a schoolboy ere he grows 

To pity. More from ignorance than will. 

But indeed,' added Miles, rather ashamed of 
the didactic vein into which he had drifted, 
'I ought to be the last person, as Norah 
will tell you, to preach to others on the subject. 
I have killed as many harmless, dumb, defence- 
less creatures in my days as most men.' 

* Do I understand that you object to join 
us ? ' asked Mr. Summers frigidly. He was so 
unaccustomed to opposition as to take it for 
impertinence. Miles was not the man to forget 
the complaisance of a guest because of a host's 
discourtesy. Besides, to tell the truth, his heart 
was in the sport, say what he would, and he 
felt free to enjoy it, since Norah would need no 
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police protection in the absence of the whole 
household. 

' I shall be very glad to join you,' he said 
basely, laughing at his own inconsistency. 

* " I see a good amendment of life in thee," ' 
quoted Eeid aptly. And Miles with a like 
readiness replied : 

< " Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation." I've done 
nothing else all my hfe — more's the pity — and 
it's too late to turn over a new leaf now.' 

Thus Norah was left at home with Mrs. 
Summers and Effie, or rather with Effie, for 
Mrs. Summers, who had a frugal mind, was 
busy about the house. At fiist, Effie, furious 
at not being allowed to join the party, was 
unapproachable. She knelt on a chair at the 
window which commanded a view of the avenue 
and watched through her tears the departure of 
the party. After a bit the storm of sobs sub- 
sided and the rain of tears ceased; and then 
Norah overheard this young person apparently 
catechising a fly on the window-pane, putting 
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her questions in grown-up English, but the fly's 
answers were in the tongue of infancy : 

' Little fly, who made you ? ' 

' Dod.' 

' Do you love God, little fly ? ' 

' Me dove Dod.' 

* Do you love God very, very much, Uttle 

fly?' 

* Ve'y, ve'y much/ 

' Little fly, would you like to go to God ? ' 

' Yeth/ 

Then came a sudden and savage dab on the 
pane, and the mangled body of the eager little 
martyr stained the glass. 

This Puritan sanctification of slaughter 
made Norah wonder what Mnd of woman this 
child would turn out, who began by being what 
her sister Ann had come to. 

When she had recovered her gravity and 
could speak with a composed face she said to 
Efiie, ' Effie dear, you shouldn't kill anything ' 

' My papa kills things, and so does yours. 
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with a defiant nod, ' They've gone to kill 

■ 

things now.' 

* But how would you like a great big giant 
to come and dash you to pieces against the 
wall, like that ? ' pointing to the smashed fly. 

* I'd hit him with a stone in the middle of 
his forehead, and cut off his head with his 
sword, and carry it on Eanger' (one of the 
carriage horses) ' to Carrie, and we'd dance round 
it, and papa would give me a shilling.' Here 
the stories of the deaths of Goliath and of the 
Baptist were welded together with creditable 
coherence, * a charger ' being naturally mistaken 
for a horse. 

* I've got fourteen shiUings, and papa says I 
shall get ever, ever so much money for my 
Dorking cock when it grows up ; but it worit 
grow up,' with a vehement nod of impatience 
at the cock's contumacy. 

^ You'll be quite a rich woman, Efiie, with all 
that money. What are you going to do with 
it all ? ' 
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* Shan't tell you^ with a leer of elfish cun- 
ing. 'Ann says you've come here to get all 
Eeid's money from him. She says you're an 
Irish apprentice' — ^rather a wild version of 
' adventuress.' 

This frank disclosure of Ann's flattering 
judgment was heard by both the peojde con- 
cerned — ^for Eeid stood at the open door. 

He had started with the party as a blind to 
baffle Ann's vigilance, which last night had, 
from being obvious, become obtrusive ; but he 
had stopped at the lodge under the pretext of 
some business with the gardener, and had re- 
turned thence to the house, when the party 
was well out of sight. He reached the open 
door of the library just in time to hear Effie's 
disclosure of the construction Ann put upon 
Norah's visit. For a moment he hesitated 
whether to enter or retire — ^for he was as yet 
unseen and unheard. If he advanced, Norah 
would know that he had heard the child's 
words ; but, on the other hand, he might make 
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them the text of an indignant denunciation of 
Ann's spitefulness, as a preface to a proposal 
urged so humbly as to rob the degrading charge 
of its sting. But would not Norah's knowledge 
that he had overheard the charge deepen her 
mortification, and rouse and range her pride in 
double force against his suit ? With these two 
sets of considerations in balance, a natiural 
cowardice to face an awkward situation decided 
him to retreat. He stole away to the breakfast- 
room to wait there till Norah and till he himself 
had somewhat recovered equanimity. 

Meanwhile, Norah's equanimity was cer- 
tainly upset — much more upset than a heroine's 
should have been. She should have remem- 
bered that the shame of such a charge was 
wholly the accuser's; who, in making it, had 
degraded herself below the anger and even the 
contempt of the accused. But, instead of re- 
garding the charge from this serene and superb 
height, Norah was, we must confess, fiirious. 
Every drop of her southern Irish blood seemed 
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to tingle in her veins and rush in a sudden flood 
to her face. It was only after some time and 
some effort that she recovered self-command 
enough to say, ' Effie, you should never repeat 
what you hear/ 

Now, what Lucan ungallantly says of 
women — 

TJbi veils nolunt; ubi noils volunt ultro — 

is, of course, true of all children with more or 
less limitation ; but of this little wretch, Effie, 
it was true without any hmitation at all. Only 
tell her not to say or do anything, and she 
would say or do it again and again with 
* damnable iteration,' never ceasing until it 
seemed to have lost its power to annoy you. 
• No sooner, therefore, had Norah reproved her 
for repeating what she had heard, than she 
slipped quietly off the chair on which she had 
been kneelijog, got to what she considered a 
safe distance, and then shouted over and over 
again, dancing about the while like one pos- 
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seesed: * Irish apprentice! Irish apprentice! 
Irish apprentice! That's what we call you. 
Irish apprentice ! Irish apprentice ! Irish ap- 
prentice!' &c. &c. When, however, Norah's 
look of disgust at the child's spitefulness 
changed into one of amusement at the sense- 
lessness of what Effie considered to be a most 
stinging and expressive nickname, the little 
wretch flung aside this blunted sword to try 
another with a newer edge. * And Ann says 

you've got no clothes; she says ' Here 

her disclosures were brought to an abrupt stop. 
Eeid, entering at this moment behind her, 
seized her roughly by the arm, thrust her out- 
side the door and locked it behind her. This 
prompt attempt to suppress her was not al- 
together effective. No sooner did the child 
recover from her amazement at the indignity 
offered her than she set up the most unearthly 
yells, and kicked the door like a madwoman. 
Suddenly the kicks and screams ceased, and 
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Eeid and Norah heard Ann's thin, screedy 
voice. 

' What is the matter, EflSe?' 

' They've — locked — ^me out,' sobbed EfBe. 

' Who have locked you out ? ' 

' Eeid and her.' 

* And Miss WyndhamT exclaimed Ann in 
a loud, shocked tone meant to make Norah 
blush, if anything could make her blush. Then 
came two peremptory knocks from those lean 
knuckles, followed by the request, in ice-cold, 
cutting accents : * Eeid, open the door, please.' 

There was nothing for it but to obey, as 
otherwise Ann would assuredly have made a 
scandalous disturbance about the business. 
When the door was opened, Effie rushed in 
first, triumphant, and shouted again her shriU 
war-cry, ' Irish apprentice I ' till Ann cried, 
* Silence, EfEe 1 ' in such a tone that even Effie 
was subdued for the moment. 

* I thought you were going to see the 
coursing,' Ann said then, turning to her 
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brother, and speaking in a tone of scathing 
sarcasm. 

' I changed my mind/ he replied impa- 
tiently. 

'For the same reason, I have no doubt, 
that made Miss Wyndham decline to accom- 
pany us.' And the sneer said as plainly as 
words that Norah's real reason for staying at 
home was the hope of a tete-a-tete with her 
brother. Indeed, she was now absolutely cer- 
tain of this. She suspected it at the time when 
Norah gave her singular reason for her sin- 
gularity in separating herself from the entire 
party. When she missed her brother on the 
road there was little doubt of it left in her 
mind ; and now there was none at all when she 
found, upon making all haste back to the house, 
the two absolutely locked into a room by them- 
selves.' 

* I shall not have Miss Wyndham insulted,' 
cried Eeid intemperately. 

* Then why insult her ? Any lady must 

H 2 
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feel insulted by being locked into a room with 
a gentleman in this way,' with an appreciable 
emphasis on the word * lady.' 

'Good heavens! woman/ exclaimed her 
brother, wild and at his wits' end, * you don't 
know what you're saying. I didn't lock Miss 
Wyndham in, but this — this imp out, whom 
you have filled with your venom. She was 
screaming out all the monstrous things you said 
in her hearing of Miss Wyndham.' 

Ann was a little taken aback for a moment, 
but, recovering herself, began, * I said nothing 
of Miss Wyndham ' when she was inter- 
rupted by Norah, who, as though come at last 
to herself, stepped forward to put a stop to a 
disgraceful scene. Up to this she had been 
standing drawn up to her full height, her head 
tlirown back a little, her face white to the hps, 
wliich were curled in disdain and disgust, and 
her eyes wide with surprise and anger. But 
now, as though realising at last, thoroughly, 
the charge of shamelessness imputed to her, she 
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stepped forward to say slowly in a cold, col- 
lected voice : * Excuse me, Miss Summers, but 
you've said enough to make what you say or 
think nothing to me. Mr. Summers, would 
you be so kind as to tell my father I wish to 
see him?^ And before either had recovered 
presence of mind enough to answer, she had 
swept out of the room. 

*Tell that child to leave the room,' cried 
Eeid imperiously. 

' Effie, go up to the nursery.' 

Effie, in some awe at the storm she had 
raised, obeyed with unusual docihty. When 
the door had closed behind her, Eeid's wrath 
broke upon his sister furiously. Having roundly 
upbraided her with a lack of delicacy in the 
charges she had made against Norah, both 
behind her back and to her face, he repeated 
what Effie had repeated of these charges in 
explanation of his shutting the child out of the 
room, and wound up with the peremptory 
demand that Ann must make an instant and 
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abject apology to Norah. *You have not/ 
he said, ' prevented my proposing to her — for 
propose to her I certainly shall — ^biit you have 
probably prevented her accepting me, and so 
wrecked all my hopes and happiness. You 
can never make me amends — never ; but in so 
far as you can make amends to her for the 
insults you have heaped upon her, by an apology 
— an ample and immediate apology — ^you shall ; 
I insist upon it.' 

The effect of such an harangue on such a 
woman as Ann may be imagined. She was 
not the kind of woman to be induced to undo 
the mischief she made and meant, by being 
accused of indelicacy and vulgarity ; nor was 
she the kind of woman to be easily induced to 
apologise to anyone for anything — least of all 
to Norah for impertinence. Wherefore she ex- 
claimed in extreme scorn, ' Apologise I apologise 
to her ! For having detected and exposed 
her I ' and then she laughed an exacerbating 
laugh of derision. 
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' Ann, I met Miss Cameron last winter in 
Edinburgh, and she showed me those letters/ 
Ann's face grew deadly white, and she sat 
suddenly down. We shall say no more about 
this dead scandal than that the letters were ven- 
omous anonymous letters, written to a gentle- 
man to whom a niece of this Miss Cameron 
was engaged, defaming her with the professed 
object of saving* him from the degradation of 
such a union. * I meant never to speak of 
them, and I shall never again speak of them, 
if you will make at once such an apology to 
Miss Wyndham as will induce her to stay at 
least till Wednesday, and to say nothing of this 
insult to her father.' 

Whatever the reader may think of the 
fairness or unfairness of the use of such a 
weapon, there is this at least to be said for 
Efcid's resort to it, that he used it in despera- 
tion, and that it was the only effective one 
to his hand. It was effective. After sitting 
white and silent for a httle, she made two 
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attempts to speak. *You are ' and then 

after a pause, 'It is ' but she got no 

farther in either sentence; and she relapsed 
into a wretched silence after the second failure. 
Finally, without another word, she rose and 
'eft the room, but not for Norah's yet — for her 
owUi Here she paced up and down in the 

bitterness of her soul. At the moment she 
hated herself a httle, her brother much, Norah 
most of all. 

Norah meanwhile, packing furiously, re* 
turned the feeling with a reasonable intensity. 
She hated* * that woman ' with an implacable 
hatred. If anyone had hinted to her that 
her hatred was not quite implacable, she would 
have hotly scorned the degrading imputation. 
Never, never, never could she forgive or forget 
such insults. If the woman were to go down 
on her knees in apology and for pardon she 
would spurn her in scorn. In a word, our 
heroine, who had a very quick temper, was 
in full enjoyment of a good round rage, 
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when a knock came at the door. * Who's 
there ? ' 

'It's I, Miss Wyndham* May I speak to 
you for a moment ? ' in a voice which trembled 
in spite of herself, and in a tone so humble and 
pleading that Norah stood amazed for a 
moment before she stepped to the door and 
opened it. 

' Miss Summers ! ' she exclaimed in a tone 
which expressed that her visitor was the last 
person in the world she either expected or 
wished to see. Miss Summers entered ner- 
vously, closed the door behind her, and began 
at once, hurriedly and yet hesitatively* 

* Miss Wyndham, I came to — to ask your 
— ^pardon for my rudeness. I mistook — mis* 
understood you, and said some things I am 
so-HSO sorry for, that I think you will forgive 
them.' 

It wasn't a very abject or ample apology, 
but it was uttered in such a tone of pain and 
with such a face of distress that Norah, little 
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dreaming that the pain and distress were, 
not for what she had said, but for what she 
was saying — Norah, we say, the implacable 
Norah, was appeased. Never was there a 
more generous girl, and she couldn't bear to 
see the misery of mortification in the face of a 
woman, whom two minutes ago she thought 
she could have spurned, though she had knelt 
for pardon. 

' Pray do not say anything more. I am afraid 
I too have been unjust — have done you some 
wrong in my thoughts.' 

One needs to be magnanimous to forgive 
. another for forgiveness of this generous kind ; 
and Miss Summers, not being magnanimous, 
hated Norah all the more for it — hated her, 
and despised her all the more for it too. For 
she felt that the girl could not have so easily 
and freely forgiven her, if she had not been 
only too eager for any excuse to stay and 
accept her brother. 

*Then you will forgive me; and, perhaps. 
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you will spare me the mortification of having 
to ask Mr. Wyndham's forgiveness by not 
mentioning the matter to him ? ' 

* But your brother ' 

* He has not yet gone. May I tell him that 
he need not now go ? ' 

' Thank you, if you will.' 

With this excuse for hurrying from the 
room, Miss Summers escaped, with her heart 
athirst for revenge upon Norah for the double 
mortification of having to sue for forgiveness 
so humbly, and having to accept it so unre- 
servedly. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

POLICE PROTBCTION. 

What mighty ills have not been done by Woman ? 
Who was't betrayed the Capitol ? A woman I 
Who loHt Mark Antony the world ? A woman t 
Who was the cause of a long ten years' war, 
And laid at last old Troy in ashes ? Woman I 
Destructive, plotting, and deceitful Woman ! — Otwat. 

Norah's interpretation of the apology was, of 
course, that Miss Summers had been convinced 
by her brother of the unworthiness and base- 
lessness of her suspicions. An apology so in- 
duced implied generosity in the penitent — a 
generosity which, measured by the humiliation 
it had evidently involved, seemed really great 
to Norah. Therefore she did what she could 
to overcome her natural repugnance to Miss 
Summers and be civil to her to courteousness — 
a complaisance which Miss Summers was at no 
loss to interpret. Plainly the girl meant to win 
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her over to neutrality, if not to an alliance with 
her in her fight for Eeid's fortune. As it was 
not in the bond exacted from her by herbrother 
that she should be neutral, she afiected cor- 
diality with Norah as an. excuse for never 
letting her out of her sight till lunch. 

At lunch, Carrie, in order to shock Norah's 
feelings if they were sincere, or to mock them 
if they were afiected, gave a spirited descrip- 
tion of the coursing, during which, she said, 
one hare died of sheer and mere terror, and 
the other must have died a hundred deaths 
before it was finally torn to flufi* by the dogs. 
The recital was brutal, and took away what 
appetite Norah had ; but a girl, when she 
afiects to be unwomanly, always overdoes it 
to disgust. 

Lilies tliat fester smell far worse than weeds. 

Her brother, disgusted doubly by the recital 
itself and by its effects upon Norah, observed 
sarcastically : 
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*You seem to have enjoyed yourself, 
Carrie?' 

* I did/ she answered emphatically. 

' But for true sport of that kind commend 
me to Broughton's/ 
' To where ? ' 

* Broughton, the butcher's ; he kills on 
Thursdays. He'd allow you into the slaughter- 
house any Thursday, and you'd be sure to 
enjoy it.' 

Then Carrie turned upon him : ' Oh, you've 
been sitting at Miss Wyndham's feet all the 
morning and got converted,' she sneered. 

' Eeid and her locked me out of the library,' 
piped Effie shrilly. Having the family's sense 
of self-importance, she screamed the announce- 
ment. 

* Hush I ' cried Ann, with the vicious inten- 
tion of suggesting by the expression of her face 
and voice that there was in this announcement 
more than met the ear. 

* They did^ repeated Effie doggedly, * and 
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you made them open it ; and you said he 'suited 
her ; he 'suited me, too.' 

Mr. Summers turned an amazed look of 
inquiry upon his son, while Miles, no less 
amazed, glanced at Norah. Miles' amazement 
arose out of Norah's silence about the afiair, 
though she had had an opportunity of speaking 
to him alone before lunch. Both Eeid and 
Norah blushed as guiltily as Ann could have 
desired under the gaze of the whole table. 
Eeid, compelled to say something by this uni- 
versal appeal, addressed his mother, in order 
to give what he said the appearance, not of 
defending Norah, but of accusing Effie. 

^ She was saying such outrageous things to 
Miss Wyndham that I had to lock her out to 
silence her. Eeally, mother, the child is getting 
past all bearing.' 

'I only said she was an Irish apprentice. 
Ann said she was. You did ; ' this in reply to 
Ann's crying * Effie ! ' in a shocked voice. ^ And 
you said ' 
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Here Eeid sprang up. *I shall have to 
lock you out again,' he cried, making for 
where Effie sat. The child clung screaming to 
her mother, who at last was compelled to take 
her out herself. 

Effie herself thus explained practically and 
amply her exclusion from the room on the 
other occasion; but there remained to be ac- 
counted for her assertion that Ann accused 
Eeid of insulting Norah — ^that is, in plain 
words, of kissing her. Eeid boldly took this 
bull by the horns. Looking across at Ann 
with a threat she understpod in his eye, he 
said: 

* That child gets more and more insufferable 
every day. Ann, what was that you said about 
" insulting " ? ' 

* 1 1 ' cried Ann, taken completely back by 
this cool question. 

' She says you said it.' 

^ Oh, she invents all kinds of stories, and 
puts everything she hears upside down. She 
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said "'suit" and meant "consult," perhaps. 
But what she can mean by " Irish apprentice " 
I can't imagine/ 

Ann's answer neither was, nor was meant to 
be, very satisfactory ; but it was not conceivable 
that Eeid should put this point-blank question 
to her if he had any guilty consciousness in the 
matter. 

* She probably meant Derry apprentice ; 
Norah is such a red-hot Orangewoman,' said 
Miles, laughing the matter off good-naturedly. 
Nevertheless, he was certain there had been a 
scene, which Norah, to spare him annoyance, 
had said nothing to him about. Having got 
her to himself in the lawn after lunch, he said : 

*That woman has been making herself 
unpleasant again.' 

'She wasn't pleasant, but she apologised 
and begged me to say nothing of it to you ; and 
I am not going either,' with a defiant nod. 

' And what has Mr. Eeid Summers been 
making himself? ' 

VOL. II. I 
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^ Scarce ; at least, I saw him only for the 
five minutes in which he rescued me from that 
— that changeling. If ever there was such a 
t^ing as a changeling, that child is one ; ' and 
then, to turn the conversation from a topic at 
once disagreeable and banned, she told her 
father of EflSe's shriving the fly for execu- 
tion. 

Miles laughed heartily and said then : 

' She's Ann's sister.' 

'Oh, Miss Summers isn't as bad as you 
think — as I thought.' 

' Your first thoughts were nearer the mark, 
Norah ; she's an ill-conditioned woman.' 

' I don't think she's good-natured naturally, 
but she struggles against her natural disposi- 
tion. I think religion ' 

' Eeligion ! It's that commination-service 
kind of religion which curses its neighbours 
from a hill-top. Eeligion hasn't changed her 
natural disposition in the least, and her natural 
disposition is spiteful. She tried to make 
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mischief for you at luncheon, and would have 
done it too but for her fear of her brother.' 

' I can't explain, father, but I think, if you 
knew all the circumstances, you would change 
your opinion of her.' 

* I'm not sure that I don't know all the cir- 
cumstances better than you, my dear.' And he 
did. Effie's disclosures at lunch made it plain 
enough to him that Ann had charged Norah 
with contriving a tete-a-tete with her brother, 
and that her brother had forced her to make an 
apology. That the apology was extorted from 
her was evident from her insidious suggestion 
of the charge over again at lunch, and from 
her unsatisfactory withdrawal of it under pres- 
sure put upon her a second time by her' 
brother. 

However, the coarse suspicions and sug- 
gestions of this spiteful woman filled a small 
place in his thoughts compared with the ques- 
tion they stirred in his mind : * Did Norah care 
for Eeid Summers ? ' There was little doubt 

I 2 
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that he cared for her, but did she return his 
regard ? Miles hoped with all his heart that 
she did not. He cared little for money — too 
little perhaps — and from every other point of 
view the match seemed most unsuitable to him. 
He would never make Norah happy, and his 
relatives wQuld do all they could to make her 
most unhappy. Their opposition would either 
prevent the marriage taking place at all, or 
would serve to embitter it after it was made, 
In either case Norah's wretchedness was 
assured, for her spirit was as high as her 
affections were deep. Therefore, Miles hoped, 
quite unselfishly, that she cared nothing for 
Eeid Summers. Selfishly, of course, he was 
equally miserable in the thought of such a 
marriage. For the first time yesterday he 
stood face to face with the fact that Norah was 
a woman, and might now any day be torn 
from him, heart and all. The thought filled 
him with such pain and disquiet as a miser 
would feel on the discovery that the hiding- 
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place of his treasure was known, and might be 
ransacked before morning. But over and 
above the disquiet of this general apprehen- 
sion, there was the torment of the special fear 
that her heart was already gone, and sacrificed 
at the cost, not of his happiness only^ but of 
her own. This fear he could hardly face. He 
could not, of course, if he would, question 
Norah directly on such a subject ; but neither 
would he, if he could. He had too much at 
stake and was too great a coward. He felt as 
that miser would feel who, hurrying in the 
early morning to where his treasure had been 
buried, ^nd finding traces of the ground above 
it having been disturbed, drops the spade from 
his palsied hand, dreading his dread too much 
to dig. When Miles had asked laughing : 
' And what has Mr. Eeid Summers been making 
himself? ' she discerned the tremor and anxiety 
he could not disguise in the tone of the light 
questio^, and answered with intentional flip- 
pancy, ' Scarce.' Certainly it seemed the very 
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last kind of answer that such a girl as Norah 
would make if she had cared for Mr. Summers ; 
but then Miles reflected that any girl would 
mislead the searcher for such a secret as 
cunningly as the lapwing misleads the seeker of 
its nest. 

Nor was he much more reassured by her 
studied avoidance of Eeid Summers for the 
rest of the day; for this avoidance would be 
the first effect of a consciousness of love with 
such a girl as Norah ; while, besides, any girl 
with any self-respect would have been forced 
to such avoidance by the barefaced accusation 
of Miss Summers. 

With nothing in her conduct, then, to guide 
him, Miles had to fall back upon his confidence 
in her character. She was hardly likely to be 
deeply in love upon so short an acquaintance ; 
and, as they were to leave in a day, any mere 
flickering fancy must go out for want of fuel. 
In fine, the only thing to be done was to pre- 
vent a proposal before their departure. Upon 
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this Miles became bent as eagerly as Miss 
Summers. 

But powers still more august came into the 
field to fight upon the same side. The conver- 
sation at luncheon suggested to Mr. Summers 
the confounding suspicion that Keid — ^his son — 
might be contemplating the mad marriage Ann 
had warned her mother about even before the 
arrival of the girl. This warning, upon being 
communicated to him by his wife, was pooh- 
poohed as preposterous by Mr. Summers. * Ann 
would believe anything,' he said, as though 
ritualism had prepared her to accept monstrous 
improbabilities. But the coincidence of Eeid 
and Norah's staying at home together that 
morning, Carrie's comment upon it at lunch, 
and Effie's revelations, gave some colour, and 
strong colour, to Ann's alarming suggestion. 
Therefore Mr. Summers sought his wife after 
lunch, and commissioned her to find out from 
Ann the truth about this door-locking business, 
and to report the circumstances at once to him. 
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While, then, Miles and Norah were talking the 
matter over on the lawn, Mrs. Summers was 
extracting Ann's account of it from her in the 
library. For it had to be extracted with diffi- 
culty from the reluctant lips of so loving a 
sister. She would say nothing without an 
assurance that Eeid was on no account to be 
informed of, or questioned upon, her evidence ; 
this assurance given, she admitted reluctantly 
that she did find the two locked in together, or 
rather, perhaps she should say, Effie locked out 
as de trcp. She was quite sure, however, that 
Eeid had not yet proposed, and nearly sure that 
he never would propose, if the two could be 
kept apart for the few remaining hours of their 
guest's stay. We need hardly say that Ann 
took care to convey the impression that the 
assignation — if, she charitably checked herself 
to say, it was an assignation — was of Norah's 
appointment, an impression which Mrs. 
Summers, in her eagerness to defend her son, 
emphasised to her husband. 
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He was furious at the indignity done to him 
personally by this barefaced and audacious piu*- 
suit of his son and heir ; and the impression it 
gave him of Norah's outrageous boldness, and 
even shamelessness, was, as we shall soon see, 
of no small importance in the history of our 
heroine. 

' Martha, this must be stopped,' he said, 
when he had somewhat recovered himself. 

* But you must on no account speak of it 
to Reid — ^I promised Ann that you would not.' 
She was herself nearly as anxious as Ann to 
prevent any remonstrance with Eeid by his 
father, which might lead to a rupture between 
them. 

* You should not have given such a promise,' 
he said severely, though in his heai't he was 
glad it had been given. He began to stand in 
some awe of his son, chiefly, perhaps, because 
Eeid seldom now spoke in his presence. 

* But Eeid will be away all to-morrow, and 
she goes the next day. There's only this after- 
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noon and evening/ pleaded Mrs. Summers 
feebly. 

* She mustn't be left for a moment,' he pro- 
nounced peremptorily, as though Norah were a 
dangerous lunatic. 

In accordance with this instruction, meek 
Mrs. Summers followed Norah about in a pre- 
posterously aimless way back and forward even 
across the room ! 
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CHAPTEE XXin. 

A SUNDAY-SCHOOL CLASS. 

What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering here ? 

A Midswmmer NighV% Bream, 

Mrs. Summers' relief may be imagined when 
she watched Eeid drive off the next morn- 
ing to catch an early train for Selbysedge. 
She at once relaxed her officious vigilance, and 
allowed Norah out on a ticket-of-leave. Ann, 
too, put off the irksome assumption of cordiality 
and her coolness restored Norah to Carrie's good 
graces . Miles also was greatly relieved by Eeid's 
departure. He was fast getting exasperated by 
Mrs. Summers' fatuous and fussy protection of 
Eeid from Norah's relentless talons It reminded 
him of nothing so much as of the distracted 
fume of a hen following in defiance all round 
a farmyard a strange dog which seemed to 



124 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

menace its solitary chick. No doubt the con- 
ception of Keid Summers as a callow chick, of 
Norah as a swooping hawk, and of Mrs. 
Summers as an alert, bold, and perfect protec- 
tress was ludicrous enough to rob his rage of 
half its sting. Still, enough remained to make' 
Miles thankful to see Keid on the dog-cart — ^if 
only on this ground of relief from the insult of 
his mother's police protection of him from 
•Norah. But, besides this, he had other and 
deeper reasons for rejoicing over this good 
riddance of Eeid; for he felt sure that, if 
Norah had given him any encouragement, or 
rather, if she had not discouraged him most 
pointedly, Eeid would have given up his shoot- 
ing expedition to accompany the picnic party. 

But of all the relieved household Norah was 
the most rejoiced. In the misery of her 
mortification at the way she was ignored as 
non-existent by Mr. Summers, watched by Ann 
and dogged by Mrs. Summers, she either 
maintained a sullen silence utterly uncongenial 
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to her, or said sharp things of which she was 
afterwards ashamed — ^both her speech and her 
silence being naturally construed by Keid's 
protectors as significant of her disappointment 
at the escape of her prey. But it is right to 
say of Eeid's protectors that they did their 
spiriting, if not gently, effectively ; much more 
efiectively than they imagined. For Norah's 
spirit was so high that nothing now would have 
persuaded her to accept him, even if she had 
cared for him. As it was, they succeeded in 
converting her feeling of iriendliness towards 
him into one almost of repulsion. Little did 
he think as he took his hat oflf to her in 
departing that she would not be desolated if 
she never saw him again. 

An hour and a half after his departure the 
carriage came round to take the Serbome 
Abbey party to the train — Ann, Carrie, and 
Norah. There was the usual storm with Effie, 
who insisted on being taken, and yelled like 
one possessed when pushed promptly aside by 
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Ann. Mrs. Summers carried her off kicking, 
and consoled her with some cake — a consolation 
which she supplemented by helping herself to 
wine. She stole off into the dining-room, and 
reached the sherry decanter on the sideboard 
by standing on a chair. When she had poured 
out a whole glass for herself, and was just 
about to put it to her lips, seeing in the 
mirrored back of the sideboard her mother 
entering the room, she immediately became 
absorbed in an act of private devotion. Clasping 
together her little hands and closing her eyes, 
she said, as a kind of grace, *Wine which is 
commanded to be received ' — a confused recol- 
lection of an answer in the Catechism. Having 
thus justified her act as an enjoined duty, she 
drank off as much of the wine as she could 
manage before her mother could take the glass 
from her. We might have thought this simple 
act of childUke devotion unworthy of record, if 
it had not struck such good judges as her 
parents extraordinarily. 
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Perhaps of all the stories narrated by them 
in her presence and to her credit this was 
the most often repeated and applauded. Mrs. 
Summers' immediate appreciation of it nearly 
cost the picnic party their train. For she must 
needs rush out (followed by Effie) to tell it then 
and there and to all. Mr. Summers was in- 
ordinately delighted, and Ann, as her teacher, 
was greatly pleased to find that Effie knew her 
Catechism so well. ' I thought you must have 
been her teacher,' observed Miles, in answer to 
Ann's taking the credit to herself. But Ann 
accepted the sarcasm as a compliment, and was 
saying something about the importance of 
learning the Church Catechism in youth, when 
the carriage drove off. 

' I think I know my Catechism as well as I 
know "This is the House that Jack built,'" 
said the contentious Carrie ; ' and it's been just 
as much use to me. But / never thought of 
steahng wine by it.' 

' You never do think of what you say,' 
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replied Ann tartly, with a double meaning — 
alluding to the first part of Carrie's speech. 

*And you never say what you think,' 
retorted Carrie. 

Here was a pleasant beginning to a pleasure 
party ! Carrie, seeing something like this 
expressed in Norah's face, added, ' It's all 
because we haven't a gentleman with us, Miss 
Wyndham.' She had once got to calling her 
' Norah,' but had relapsed into * Miss Wyndham.' 
' It's all because we haven't a gentleman with 
us, Miss Wyndham — just one even ; a single 
pinch of salt to keep us sweet. People talk of 
the softening effects of ladies' society upon 
gentlemen ; but it's nothing to the softening 
effects of gentlemen's company upon ladies. 
A lot of girls left to themselves are ready 
to tear each other to pieces ; when in 
comes a gentleman, and it's all " dear," 
and " love," and smiles and gush. Isn't it 
now? ' 

It certainly was in Carrie's own experience ; 
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but Norah had known nothing of other girls, 
and said so. 

'Well, you can't say so now^ nodding at 
Ann as the fearful example of the sex, and 
plainly considering herself a virtuous exception. 

' You'll get a lesson to-day with all those 
girls, and not a single man to keep them on 
their good behaviour.' 

'But there's Mr. Simmons,' urged Norah, 
smiling. 

' Mr. Simmons ! ' sneered Carrie in a tone of 
ineffable scorn. 'But you don't know him,' 
she added, condoning so gross a mistake on 
the ground of venial ignorance. Having thus 
stabbed Ann in two or three mortal places, Carrie, 
her revenge being gratified, became less cynical. 

She could hardly have said anything more 
annoying to Ann than this exclusion of Mr. 
Simmons from the stronger sex; because the 
greater the truth the greater the libel. He 
was a good man in his way, but it was the 
washiest way in the world — as Norah soon 
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found. He and the twenty-seven girls of Miss 
Summers' class joined them at the station. Mr. 
Simmons in his cassock and corded hat was very 
important until the arrival of Miss Summers, 
when he subsided and took deferentially the 
orders he had hitherto given. This deference 
by no means escaped the shrewd Yorkshire 
lasses. Undue deference was certainly not 
their own weakness; and both Mr. Simmons 
and Miss Summers would have been horrified 
to hear the freedom with which they and their 
mutual relationship were being canvassed. Mr. 
Simmons imagined that they stood in extreme 
awe of his oflSce, and Miss Summers thought 
her social position set her high above their 
criticism ; but Norah, who stood near a knot of 
these girls (while the leaders of the party were 
getting tickets and looking after hampers), 
gathered from what she could understand of 
their talk that pastor and teacher were not in 
their eyes ' the inviolable saints ' they supposed 
themselves. Having no idea that Norah was of 
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the party, the girls spoke with true Yorkshire 
frankness. 

' T' maister's coomed,' says Sally, nodding 
towards Miss Summers, ' and t' ovverlooker's 
nowt nah,' nodding towards Mr. Simmons. 

* Ay, shoo's t' gaffer ; shoo is, for sewer,' 
Replies Mary Jane. ' Dost tha think, lass, 
they're keepin' coompany ? ' 

' Nay ; them soart o' parsons are fair agin' 
weddin'. They reckon it's wrang accoardin' to 
Scriptur'.' 

' Shoo's a deal o' brass, ^ though,' urged 
Mary Jane, as a sacred consideration on the 
other side. 

' Parsons not weddin' is all nowt,' observed 
'Lizabeth Ann decidedly. 'They brade^ o' 
them lasses who can't bide the thowt o' keepin' 
coompany — till they're axed.' 

'Shoo's a deal o' brass,' repeated Mary 
Jane, to keep the company to the point, from 
which they were wandering wildly. ' Simmons 

* * Brass/ ».c. money. * ' Brade/ t.c. to be Kke. 
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is noan sich a fule as a' that, aw reckon, if 
shoo'U tak' him/ 

' For sewer shoo'U tak' him. It's a bit of a 
coom-dahn for her, but shoo's been o'er-lang i' 
stock.' Picture Miss Summers' face if she was 
told that one of her class had spoken of her as 
a piece of mildewed mohair! But 'Lizabeth 
Ann was no respecter of persons. 

' He could give up praichin' then,' said Mary 
Jane, who, like nearly all West Biding folk, 
could imagine no motive but money for work 
of any kind. 

* Ay ; shoo'd do eneu' for both,' whereat 
there was a laugh. 

'An' shoo'd give up schooU,' added Mary 
Jane, who had a not unnatural conception of 
Sunday-schools as serving the purpose balls, 
&c., answer in society — ihat of a matrimonial 
market, where lads and lasses donned in their 
best attire see and seek suitable mates. 

' Happen her sister 'ud tak' her place ? ' 
suggested Sally. 
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* Shoo ! Shoo's a deal too fellow-brained,' ^ 
replied 'Lizabeth Ann. 

' Folks say shoo's sweet on young Chilling- 
ham/ said Sally. ' He's brass eneu' nah ould 
Johnny's deead.' ' Ould Johnny,' Mr. Chilling- 
ham's father, had rejoiced in the reputation 
of being the meanest millowner hiv the West 
Eiding. As most of the girls had worked for 
him, they had an interest in the family, and 
generally spoke of the present candidate for the 
division as ' Willy,' or ' ahr Willy.' Sally, 
however, never having worked in their mill, 

spoke of him more respectfully as ' young 
Chillingham.' 

* Eh ! but ould Johnny made a deal o^ 
brass I ' exclaimed Mary Jane. 

' He wor a queer un up to his deeath, an' 
aw've heeard nowt ofi him sin',' said 'Lizabeth 
Ann, who had her grudge against ould Johnny, 
as, indeed, most of his workpeople had. This 
whimsical way of suggesting that there was 

^ ' FeUow-brained/ %.e. given to flirtation. 
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nothing good to learn of ould Johnny's present 
state provoked another laugh. 

' How much did he leave ? ' asked Sally. 

' Every penny ! ' cried 'Lizabeth Ann, with 
a fierce emphasis. There was a sudden silence, 
and 'Lizabeth Ann's brief sermon — which she 
had borrowed out of a book or a newspaper, 
but had delivered with the energy of a strong 
personal feeling against * ould Johnny ' — ^im- 
pressed even Mary Jane, with all her worship 
of brass, more than a year's discourses of Mr. 
Simmons or a year of Miss Summers' cate- 
chetical lectures could have done. 

As anything after this would have seemed 
to the listeners bathos, it was fortunate that 
Miss Summers came up at this moment to order 
them into the compartments reserved for the 
party. ♦ 

Norah could understand hardly half of what 
they said then or afterwards ; but from what 
she could understand she was amazed at the 
contrast between them and the Irish girls of the 
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same class she knew at home. These girls were 
so much more outspoken and so much less 
respectful, and seemed to talk and think so 
much more — ^infinitely more — of eating, drink- 
ing, and money. Indeed, over and over again 
during her short stay in England, she was 
impressed by the truth of her father's theory 
that the scorned Celt was really less animal 
than his Saxon conqueror. On the other hand , 
the Celt, from long and savage suppression, had 
the slave's vices of insincerity and servility, from 
which these honest, hearty Yorkshire people 
seemed completely free. As for their disrespect 
for Miss Summers and Mr. Simmons, it became 
intelligible and even excusable to her when she 
saw the little respect these showed for them. 
In truth, neither the shepherds nor the sheep 
seemed either able to enter or to care to enter 
into the others' feelings. They couldn't get 
for a moment out of themselves. It is this 
which strikes first and most those who have 
lived with the pure Celt on encountering the 
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pure Saxon. The Irish poor are as eager to 
consider as they are quick to read your feeUngs, 
while the English poor neither know nor care 
anything about them. The cultivated English, 
no doubt, acquire this sympathy ; but it is the 
birthright of the Irish. On the other side, it 
must be said that, if English excess of self- 
regard leads to rudeness, Irish lack of self- 
respect leads to ' blarney ' — or ' Amica Veritas 
sed magis amicus hospes.' 

These differences between the peoples 
Norah noted 4 in part because she was pre- 
pared to note them by her father's lectures on 
the subject, and in part because an observant 
stranger is always on the look-out for such dif- 
ferences. Yet, on the whole, Norah preferred 
what she could understand of the fresh-air, 
honest, hearty talk of these mill-girls to Carrie's 
flighty flippancy, or the sacred inanities dis- 
cussed between Mr. Simmons and Miss Sum- 
mers. It seemed that at the last ruridecanal 
meeting the Eev. George Jasper — who was 
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probably a bit of a wag — made a strong point 
in the Kitualist controversy of the use of an 
apron of St. Paul's for the ciu'e of the sick. 
He contended that this passage in the Acts 
proved to demonstration, first, that in those 
days bishops wore aprons ; and, secondly, that 
vestments consecrated to sacred use possessed 
some intrinsic virtue. Probably Mr. Jasper 
brought forward the point as a sarcasm on the 
arguments usually advanced at such meetings ; 
but Mr. Simmons accepted it in perfect serious- 
ness, and retailed it now to Miss Summers. 
She objected that handkerchiefs were mentioned 
in the same verse — an objection, however, 
which Mr. Jasper had anticipated, and had met 
by the explanation that the early Christians 
never used handkerchiefs in our sense ; and 
that the word thus translated nuist mean, 
therefore, something else — a cope, probably. 

While this point was being discussed by Mr. 
Simmons and Miss Summers with due sacred 
seriousness, Carrie took a sudden fancy to play 
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lady-patroness to the factory-girls — a difficult 
game. Carrie, however, rushed into it with a 
light heart, and flattered herself that she was 
playing it to perfection. She condescended to 
chat with them in a light, easy, airy manner (as 
she supposed), which reminded one of some 
fine lady at South Kensingt(»n condescending 
to soil her fingers with amateur cookery — 
merely to suggest to the spectators how unfit 
such fairy fingers were for such coarse work. 

Perhaps 'tis pretty to force together 
Thoughts so all unlike each other. 

But, in the present instance, the efiect upon the 
spectators was not quite that calculated upon. 
The only thing the mill-girls found to admire 
in Carrie was her dress, which they scanned 
critically for subsequent discussion among 
themselves. The verdict passed afterwards 
upon Carrie herself by 'Lizabeth Ann was 
accepted unanimously by the rest of the jury : 
' Shoo's nobbut flue ! ' meaning the light down 
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from wool or cotton which floated above the 
looms. 

It was to 'Lizabeth Ann, Norah, deserted by 
Carrie, attached herself. She was very much 
attracted by the bright, frank, fearless, and 
good-natured face of this girl, and got beside 
her for a chat. Norah began timidly with 
some remark about the weather, but had the 
lead taken from her in no time. 

'Th' art akin to them?' nodding in Miss 
Summers' direction. Norah puzzled over the 
question for a moment before she could answer, 
' Oh, a relation ? No.' 

* Governess, happen ? ' glancing at Norah 's 
dress. 

' No.' a little taken aback. 

' Nay ; aw thowt not. Th' art nobbut a lass.' 

' I'm only staying on a visit,' said Norah in 
her soft, full, plaintive voice, which sounded to 
'lizabeth Ann — who loved music even more 
than most West Eiding folk — the most musical 
she had ever heard. 
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* What peart do yo' coome through ? ' ^ 

' What country, do you meau ? ' 

' Ay.' 

' I come from Ireland.' 

' Ireland ! Nay, for sewer ! ' 

'Did you never see anyone from Ireland 
before ? ' asked Norah, smiling at her amaze- 
ment. 

' AwVe seen a deal too mich on 'em,' she 
retorted emphatically ; for her knowledge of 
the Irish was derived from a very low colony 
in her neighbourhood. ' They're ommost alius 
druffen an' fratching.'^ Norah was silent, 
having been struck roughly in a vulnerable 
place. Nothing was farther from 'Lizabeth 
Ann's thoughts than an intention of offence ; 
for nothing was farther from her thoughts than 
any consideration of Norah's feelings in the 
matter. After a pause of silence 'Lizabeth Ann 
resumed her investigations. ' Th' art a Catholic,' 



* ' Through/ t.e. from. 
^ ' Druffen an* fratching/ ue, drunk and quarrelling. 
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she said, not interrogatively so much jas assert- 
ively. Catholic and Irish were synonymous 
terms to her, and her curiosity now was less 
about Norah's faith than about that of Miss 
Summers, whose invitation on a visit of a 
Catholic firiend confirmed the impression of her 
being herself well on her way to Eome. 

' No ; I'm a Protestant. The Irish are not 
aU Catholics.' 

' Main on 'em is ; but they knaw no better,' 
with contemptuous toleration. 

' And they're not all bad either — not worse 
than the English ; they're better, I think, in 
some things.' 

'Lizabeth Ann, having stared amazed at this 
astounding opinion for a moment, said, 'Ye 
mun keep t' tops at hoam then, and send t' 
noils qvver here.' ' Tops ' being the long- 
combed wool from which the ' noils,' or shorts, 
have been taken out. At this apt illustration 
from their looms there was a laugh from the 
two or three girls who were listening. Norah, 



142 ^THE WEARING OF THE GREEN} 

though she didn't understand these technical 
terms, caught the drift of the illustration. 

' Yes, only the poorest come over here, or 
the most ignorant ; for no Irishman, who can 
afibrd to stay at home or go to America, would 
come to this countiy, if he knew anything 
about it/ 

* ybVe coomed ower,' retorted Tizabeth 
Ann, laughing triumphantly. She resented 
Norah's improvoked (as she considered it) 
aspersion on her country ; being absolutely un- 
conscious of having herself said anything offen- 
sive. It was simply impossible for her to look 
so far out of herself as to see how the things 
she said struck anyone with whose thoughts or 
feelings she had no sympathy. Norah, who 
imagined that 'lizabeth Ann had intended rude- 
ness all along, felt ashamed of having conde- 
scended to such an antagonist, and deigned now 
to make no reply. 

But 'Lizabeth Ann no more meant to be 
rude than a blind man does, who, having 
knocked you into the gutter, is gready aggrieved 
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by the collision. So far from meaning to 
offend Norah, she was anxious to make friends 
with her, attracted by her lovely face, gentle 
manner, and most of all by her low, full, sweet, 
plaintive voice. For 'lizabeth Ann, who was 
devotedly musical, liked to hear her speak ' far 
above singing.' Nor was it long before Norah 
found that she had done the girl injustice in 
her thoughts, and came to recognise the friend- 
liness and hearty, if homely, good-nature under 
this rough and rasping manner. ' Nejugezpas 
Varbre a Vecorce' 

'Lizabeth Ann, on her side, seemed to grow 
perfectly fascinated with Norah, partly, perhaps, 
as a surprising experience ; for her gentle, 
genial manner was not in the least like that of 
the lady teachers of 'Lizabeth Ann's acquaint- 
ance, and still less like her conception of an 
L:ish lady. 

' Shoo fair caps ^ me,' she said afterwards to 
Sally, in allusion to Norah's being Lrish, ' shoo 
fair caps me ; but there's gooid an' bad in 

^ < Cape/ t.e. astonishes. 
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all countries, aw reckon. Shoo brades of her 
own voice, an' aw niver heerd nowt no sweeter 
in all my days. Eh, mun ! it wor like moon- 
light set to music ; it wor that.' 

We have dwelt a little upon this sudden 
friendship between Norah and 'Lizabeth Ann, 
because it became of importance to our heroine 
in this way. After dining on the rocks by the 
river in the shadow of the abbey, 'Lizabeth 
Ann proposed to show Norah a waterfall, a 
mile and a half higher up. None of the others 
cared to go so far to see what was no novelty 
to them, and therefore these two set out alone. 
When they reached the place, Norah, who 
could climb like a goat, took it into her wild 
head to clamber up the cliff at the side of the 
fall. While 'lizabeth Ann was looking up 
amazed and admiring, Mr. Eeid Summers stood 
suddenly beside her. 

' My sister,' he said, ' desired me to ask if 
you would kindly help them to pack the things. 
I shall see after Miss Wyndham.' 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

REJECTION. 

MalvoUo, — Madam, you have done me wrong, 

Notorious wrong, 
Olwia. — Have I, Malvolio ? No. 

Maholio. — Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that letter. 

And tell me, in the modesty of honour. 

Why you have given me such clear lights of &vour 7 

Mr. Reid Summers' resolution to join the picnic 
party was not so sudden as his unexpected 
appearance amongst its members. He had 
made up his mind yesterday to baffle the 
Argus- eyed vigilance of his people by starting 
for Selbysedge, and, after a couple of hours' 
shooting and some lunch, taking the train 
thence to Serborne. Lunch, however, was 
later than he had calculated upon, and he could 
only catch a train which brought him to Ser- 
borne but two hours before the departure of 

VOL. II. L 
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the last train for Springthorpe. He found the 
party in a wild whirl of dissipation, playing the 
most popular Sunday-school game in the West 
Riding — ' Bingo,' probably the most pointless 
game the wit of man has ever devised. This 
is the way of it. The players form a ring, 
within the centre some person of education who 
can spell Bingo unerringly. Bound him the 
ring circles singing : * A farmer's d g sat on a 
stile, they called him little Bingo. B-I-N-G-0. 
B-I-N-G-0. B-I-N-G-0. Bingo was his name, 
oh.' This incantation duly sung, the ring 
ceases to circle, and the person of liberal edu- 
cation in the centre points successively to five 
of its members, the first of whom must say ' B,' 
the second, ' I,' the third, ' N,' the fourth, ' G,' 
and the fifth, ' 0.' If the first should say a' 
instead of ' B,' or the second ' B ' instead of ' I ; ' 
if, in a word, the precise order of the letters in 
' Bingo ' is not observed by any player on being 
challenged thus, he pays the penalty of replac- 
ing the person in the centre. It will be seen 
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that ^ Bingo,' like chess, is less a game than an 
intellectual contest, in which only experts in 
spelling can hope to make a figure. Probably 
for this reason it is incomparably the most 
popular of all Sunday-school games in the 
Biding. 

It was being played now with breathless 
zest by Miss Summers, Carrie, and the class ; 
Mr. Sunmons, as an M.A. of Cambridge, being 
set in the centre. Eeid Summers' appearance 
dissolved the fairy revel — 

Displaced the mirth, broke the good meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 

* Eeid ! ' exclaimed Ann, with a by no. 
means joyous surprise in her tone. 

*Pray don't let me interrupt your game,' 
he said absently, his eye wandering in vain 
search of Norah from group to group of girls. 

* I thought you were shooting ! ' cried Ann 
in a tone of sarcasm. 

*So I was, all the morning,' he rephed, 

L 2 
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Still almost mechanically, his mind being busy 
wondering where Norah was, fearing she 
hadn't come at all. Ann, concluding that he 
would fear this, and imagining that he wouldn't, 
by asking after Norah, make the meaning of 
his coming plain to the whole party, resolved 
to say nothing herself, nor allow the others to 
say anything in explanation of the girl's 
absence. When Norah rejoined the party it 
would then be time for them to return, and a 
tete-a tetem the train was impossible. There- 
fore she said : 

' We shall go on with our game if you don't 
mind : or, perhaps, you will join us ? ' 

' Well, no ; you see, I don't know the 
game.' 

^ Not " Bingo " ! ' exclaimed Carrie. ' You 
must learn " Bingo "; if the excitement wouldn't 
be too much for you.' 

'I fear it would,' he said, with a grim 
imitation of a smile. He was horribly dis- 
appointed, as he had now no doubt that Norah 
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had stayed for some reason at home. Probably 
she could not stand another day of Ann's in- 
sufferable society. 

Meanwhile, Ann hurried the game together 
promptly and imperiously ; ordering the origi- 
nal Der Freischlitz, Mr. Simmons, back to the 
centre of the charmed circle. But Mr. Simmons, 
conscious of the preposterous figure his melan- 
choly and stork-like form and aspect made as 
the centre of such a game, dechned to play on 
the plea of wishing to consult Mr. Summers on 
some church matter. 

'You can do that afterwards,' said Ann, 
with a sharpness which roused Eeid's sus- 
picions. 

* Come along,' he said, seizing the hesitating 
priest by the arm and dragging him off towards 
the Abbey. ' You haven't got so large a party 
as I expected,' he continued, after they had 
gone a few steps together. ' Are they all 
here ? ' 

'All, except Elizabeth Ann Worsnop, who 
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has gone to guide Miss Wyndham to the water- 
faU; 

* Surely one of my sisters might have gone 
with her ? ' cried Keid, with apparent petulance, 
but in real rejoicing. *Miss Wyndham must 
think it so rude to be sent off with a mill-girl. 
If you'll excuse me, I shall follow her and 
relieve her of such a guide.' 

So saying, he sped away as on wings, 
leaving Mr. Simmons to return and report the 
reason of his disappearance to his sister. Why 
she received it so crossly, and resented it upon 
him so unpleasantly during the last hour of 
their stay, he had no idea. 

' Was there ever anything so fortunate ? ' 
thought Keid, as he hurried towards the water- 
fall. He had but to send back this mill-hand 
on some plausible pretext, and he would have 
Norah wholly to himself for an hour or more. 
He might need that time, or much of that 
time, to overcome the single objection he antici- 
pated from her — his family's obvious, and even 
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offensively expressed, opposition to their union. 
She was, he felt, of such a high and sensitive 
spirit that only the conviction that his happi- 
ness would be wrecked by her rejection of him 
would overcome this obstacle. Therefore, as 
he hurried after her, he turned over in his 
mind different ways of putting this as emphati- 
cally as possible, so that Norah could be in no 
doubt that, by her rejection of him, she would 
sacrifice to pride — her pride and that of his 
family — not her own happiness only, but his. 

Eeaching the foot of the fall and following 
'Lizabeth Ann's wide eyes, he saw Norah half- 
way up the cliff side, and was reminded of her 
swift and sure-footed climb of Shallee Castle, 
and of the heroism of which that ruin was the 
scene. It may be imagined that the recollec- 
tion did not diminish the ardour with which he 
looked up at the slight, supple figure of the girl 
ascending lightly as the shadow of a cloud. 
Having summarily dismissed Xizabeth Ann, he 
crept up the cliff slowly and clumsily by com- 
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parison, and reached the top so long after JSTorah 
that she was about to descend when he ap- 
peared. 

* Mr. Summers ! ' she exclaimed, witjji no 
more of joyousness in her surprise than his 
sister had felt. In truth, her heart failed, as 
she felt face to face with an unpleasant and 
even distressing scene, which she fancied she 
had escaped altogether. 

' You didn't expect my company here, or, 
perhaps, desire it,' he added, smiling, as secure 
from the aversion he affected to fear. 

' I thought you were shooting somewhere,' 
she replied nervously. 

* So I was ; but I repented, as I did yester- 
day morning, and for the same reason,' he 
added significantly, with a look which brought 
the colour into her face. As she thought 
silence safest, he <iidn't get here the opening he 
hoped for, and therefore had to cast about for 
another. 

' I wish you'd sit down, if only to give me 
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an excuse for recovering my breath after scaling 
that precipice.' 

* But I have to get back. I was just going 
dow» again.' 

' What ! Down that sheer precipice ? It 
isn't safe for anything but a fly or a goat. 
There's a much easier and a much prettier way 
round by the valley, which I will show you, if 
you'll accept my guidance.' 

' But I have a guide waiting for me below.' 

' That mill-hand ? I sent her back in the 
hope that you'd prefer me ! I'm afraid I flat- 
tered myself, but I did think you'd prefer a 
guide who spoke Enghsh.' 

As there was no help for it, Norah sat down 
in silence, with an air of by no means cheerful 
resignation, which was not encouraging. Some- 
what dashed, he sat at her feet and talked, 
while recovering himself, of 'the Abbey, the 
scenery, the view from the clifi*, &c. 

While talking mechanically on these com- 
monplace topics, his mind was busy encouraging 
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itself with the hope that this chilling reception 
was due solely to her remembrance of EfEe's 
disclosure of the view Ann, and, indeed, the 
family in general, took of her visit. O^the 
reality of the repulse — ^whatever its cause — 
there was no doubt at all. Norah answered 
him perfimctorily and in monosyllables, and 
was immistakably vexed by his pursuit of her. 
Therefore he found it more and more difficult 
every moment to break such stubborn ice. At 
last Norah suggested, * Don't you think it's 
time we returned ? ' 

' Miss Wyndham, how have / oflFended you ? ' 
*You!' exclaimed Norah, her soft heart 
immediately remorseful. She had certainly 
been most ungracious, if not rude. 

' I must have oflFended you, if your manner 
means anything ; and yet there is nothing I 
should be more sorry for. I cannot express to 
you how pained I've been by the outrageous 
rudeness which has shortened your unpleasant 
visit ; but even you have not so much reason to 



REJECTION, 155 

resent it as I have ; for it mfey mean more to 
me than a passing annoyance ; it may have cost 
me the happiness of my life.' Here he paused 
for a moment, looking appealingly into her eyes 
till they fell before his. Auguring the best from 
her embarrassed expression, he continued with 
more confidence. 

* I think — I hope — you know what has 
come to mean the happiness of my life. It is 
your hand — ^your love, Norah.' 

Norah, withdrawing hastily the hand he 
had taken, rose with nervous precipitation. 

' I am so sorry, I cannot tell you how sorry 
I am for this mistake, Mr. Summers,' she said 
in short, quick breaths, plucking nervously 
with both hands at the fringe of her parasol. 

Her distressed manner encoiu-aged him to 
break in here, before she had committed her- 
self too positively to retract easily afterwards. 
The extreme nervousness, natural in so young 
a girl at such a crisis, was interpreted by him 
according to his wish and prepossession that 
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she loved hira ; while the word ' mistake ' re- 
ferred much more probably to Ann's than to 
his own construction of her conduct. Eising 
also he seized both her hands — one in each of 
his — ^and cried with a fervour she was far from 
expecting from him : * Mistake ! You do not 
mean — you cannot mean — that you care nothing 
for me ? ' It was precisely what she did mean ; 
but Norah was frightened by his manner into 
the misgiving that she must have committed 
herself — from the stiff English point of view — 
much more deeply than she could possibly 
have imagined. 

' I — I care for you/ she stammered, * as a 
friend ; but not as you wish.' Still more 
encouraged by her hesitation and evident dis- 
tress, he replied vehenxently : 

' Norah, do not wreck both our lives to 
gratify the spite and pride of my foolish sister.' 

This was rather too much, and Norah was 

fast getting herself together. 'But ' she 

began. 
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He was not, however, to be interrupted 
until he had put the case in its true bearings. 
' I know : you were going to say that your own 
pride is to be considered ; but will you sacrifice 
even to it all your other feelings and all my 
hopes of happiness ? If they knew at home 
how much the happiness of my whole life hangs 
upon you, they would join their entreaties to 
mine to-day. But even if they would not, 
remember it is nofc their whole future that is at 
stake, but mine; but your own, Norah. If 
you care for me ' 

' But I don't,' cried Norah desperately. ' Not 
as you mean. I am very sorry — ^I cannot say 
how sorry — that my manner must have misled 
you to think otherwise. You could not have 
made the mistake if I hadn't been very much to 
blame — unintentionally , I am sure you'U beUeve. 
I do hope you will forgive me, and forget this, 
and consider, as I shall consider, what you have 
just said as though it had never been spoken.' 

He dropped her hands when she interrupted 



158 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

him with her desperate ' But I don't/ and stood 
looking at first bewildered and then aggrieved. 
He was deeply mortified ; he had made himself 
so ridiculous by having taken, and having shown 
that he had taken, her love so much for granted. 
And why? Why had he taken her love for 
granted ? He was not slow to assure himself, 
and accept her assurance, that the fault was 
wholly hers. He was not at all a magnanimous 
person, and, next to his father, no one was less 
likely to think himself either in the wrong, or 
wrong. Therefore he came rapidly to the con- 
clusion that Norah had given him extraordinary 
encouragement, that she had treated him very 
badly, and that she was, in one word, a 
coquette — about the very last character our 
heroine deserved. 

' I certainly did misunderstand you,' he said 
almost sullenly; and then added in the same 
tone, ' I think, as you suggest, we had better 
return.' 

Then, allowing her, rather from self-absorp- 
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tion than rudeness, to pick up the parasol he 
had caused her to drop, he turned to go down 
the slope which led into the path through the 
valley. 

It was- to say the truth, rather a relief to 
Norah that he took the thing in this unpleasant 
way ; for she was, so to speak, getting by so 
much out of his debt. Besides, his lack of 
generosity, which would strike specially an 
Irish girl, alienated her sympathy. She had no 
more in her thoughts than he had the service 
she had done him in saving his life ; but, leaving 
this out of consideration, he was still ungene- 
rous, and showed himself so, to her disgust. 

They walked together, slowly and in silence, 
for some time, before he roused himself to talk 
in a set, stiff, ' to order ' fashion of common- 
place things ; and then his frigid manner restored 
her to perfect self-possession, and she rephed in 
the same cool, conventional tone. 

When they reached at last the Abbey 
(having taken a long round), they found that 
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the party had made some time since for the 
station; and when they reached the station, 
they were horrified to find that the train — the 
last train — ^had gone, and in it all the party save 
themselves ! 

' Yo' mun goa to Brixome Junction,' said 
the porter in attendance. * Aw telled 'em aw'd 
send yo' theer.' 

' Can we catch a train fi:om there to Spring- 
thorpe ? ' asked Keid. 

* Nay ; yo' can tak' t' express through theer 
to Leeds. Shoo's due i' Leeds afore t' last 
train's due aht o' Leeds for Springthorpe.' 

' How far is it to Brixome Junction ? ' 

'Three miles an' better, but yo' 've two 
ahrs ammost to do it.' 

' Can't I get a trap of some kind here ? ' 

The porter grinned broadly at the absurdity 
of such a supposition. 

'Nobbut a navvy's barrer. There's traps 
eneu' at Brixome,' he added consideringly. 
Certainly a serviceable suggestion. 
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* How do you get to Brixome Junction ? ' 
asked Reid fretfully. 

' Yo' mun tak' to t' reet when yo' get aht o' 
Station Yard an' keep on while yo' coome to 
Mossmoore. It's fair across t' moor.' 

* I suppose there's nothing else for it, Miss 
Wyndham. I hope you feel equal to the walk/ 

'Thank you, I'm not at all tired,' she 
answered, with not less formality. For Eeid's 
question was the merest formality. He was 
thinking wholly of himself; of the fool he had 
made of himself ; of the figure he would cut at 
home ; of the four or five awkward hours 
before him of forced and hollow talk. As for 
Norah, the prospect of these hours was even 
more terrible to her; for his dead, leaden 
manner weighed upon her like a nightmare ; 
and this manner was by no means improved 
after they left the station together ; for he re- 
sented this addition to his miseries as brought 
upon him by the original sin of her coquetry, 

TQL. II. M 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

A NIGHT OF TERROR. 

Whom when his lady saw, to him she ran 
With hasty joy : to see him made her glad, 

And sad to view his visage pale and wan 
Who erst in flowers of freshest youth was clad.— 

The FoMrie Queen, 

The sun had some time set when they started 
from the station, and before they reached Moss- 
moor * the dove's twilight ' had deepened into 
* the raven's twilight/ and ' all the paths were 
dim.' At the edge of the moor the road Y- 
shaped right and left, and Eeid unhesitatingly 
took the right branch. He remembered the 
porter's saying, ' Keep to the right,' but had for- 
gotten, or, in his prepossession with the wretched 
prospect before him, he had not heeded the 
limitation, 'when you get out of the station 
yard.* Anyway, he had got it fixed firmly in 



A NIGHT OF TERROR. 163 

bis head that he was to keep throughout to the 
right, which, most unfortunately, was the wrong 
road. That he had got wrong did not, however, 
occur to Eeid until they had gone the full dis- 
tance named by the porter without a sign of the 
appearance or of the approach to a town, 
village, or station. There was no sign, indeed, 
even of a house, and, from the moment they 
had entered upon the moor, they hadn't met a 
creature. Suddenly Keid stopped to strike a 
match to look at his watch. 

' Good gracious ! ' he exclaimed, ' it's half- 
past nine ; we must have lost our way I ' Norah 
was silent in sheer dismay. ' That confounded 
porter ! ' added Eeid, enraged with every one 
but himself. 

* Oh, do let us hurry back ! ' cried Norah. 

* There's no use hurrying bacl^ or forward 
now,' he answered irritably. ' Was there ever 
anything so ' 

He broke oflF as though no words could 
express his disgust at the situation. His sole 

]i2 
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thought of Norah in the matter was that she 
was responsible for involving him in such a 
ridiculous, unpleasant, and compromising situa- 
tion. In truth, her peremptory rejection of him 
had so mortified his self-esteem that his light 
love, like a sweet light wine, was soured in a 
moment into a rather biting vinegar. * Guardati 
d' aceto di vin dolce,' to use in a new sense that 
happy Italian proverb. So mucli of his love for 
her as was not, self-love slightly disguised had 
but little body in it, and was quickly and tartly 
soured by the souring of his self-love. 

' We'd better push on,' he said, after a pause 
of self- commiseration. * We must be nearer some 
])lace ahead than that httle hole of a Serborne.' 
So saying he walked on, with Norah silent at 
his side. Presently he said, perfunctorily, ' I'm 
afraid you must be very tired.' 

*Not very, thank you.' But, in truth, she 
was worn out completely. Not being over- 
strong to begin with, she was pretty nearly 
done up with walking and climbing before they 
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started from the station. ^ Since, she had had a 
long hill-dimb to the moor, and then two miles 
on a mere skeleton of a road — all bones and 
boulders, from which the tiesh, so to speak, had 
been worn away with traffic, or washed away 
by rains. But, besides this physical fatigue, 
there was the depression of such a walk, after 
such a scene, with such a companion ! And 
now upon this comes the nightmare horror of 
hopelessness of escape from her wretchedneFS — 
lost on this endless moor at night — all night, 
perhaps! What would her father think? It 
was characteristic of Norah that she never for 
a moment troubled herself about what Mrs. 
Grundy (as impersonated by the Summers 
family, or anyone else) would think. Indeed, 
she never for a moment thought of the thing 
herself from Mrs. Grundy's point of view. She 
was swallowed up in anxiety about her father's 
anxiety. Her secluded life, which had given 
her a woman's self-reliance, had left her the 
innocence of a child, a'nd her idea of her father's 
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fears for her was a child's idea altogether. Such 
as it was, however, it constituted the greater 
part of her unhappiness. If only she could have 
telegraphed to her father to set his mind at rest 
about her safety, she would have felt compara- 
tively easy. 

After they had walked on for some time in 
silence, it occurred at last to Eeid that if Norah 
was responsible for the compromising and in- 
tolerable situation in which they found them- 
selves, at least she was paying the worst part of 
the penalty* Therefore he began to relent 
towards her in some measure. 

' You must be quite done up. Miss Wynd- 
ham ; I wish you'd take my arm.' 

'No, thank you,' replied she frigidly, in 
her disgust at his selfishness and suUenness. 
He put the rebuff down to prudery — ^perhaps 
iiatiural in so compromising a situation — and 
did not again break silence till he was brought 
to a sudden stand. The road seemed gradually 
to grow more and more rugged, to judge at 
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least by their many stumbles, for they couldn't 
see a yard before them, till at last Eeid nearly 
fell over a tangled mass of heather. 

' I'm afraid we've lost the road I ' he cried 
in dismay when he had recovered himself. 

After striking three or four matches, which 
burned steadily in the still night, he discerned 
the track — a mere bridle path — from which 
they had strayed, and helped Norah to regain 
it. Along this they crept slowly and with 
extreme caution in the fear of again losing it, 
and yet in another hour they lost it, or, 
perhaps, it lost itself in the heather. 

It didn't seem to matter much to Norah, who 
was done up so utterly that she couldn't have 
dragged her weary hmbs another mile along 
the best road in England. While Eeid was 
trying to recover the path, she sat down in the 
heather in a stupor of weariness and wretched* 
ness. She tried to rouse herself a little when 
Eeid, after half an hour's search, returned to 
say that they had lost the track hopelessly. 
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' What on earth are we to do ? ' he ex- 
claimed helplessly and querulously* 

' Fm afraid I'm a drag on you/ replied she. 
' Perhaps if you would leave me here you 
could find some village or house/ 

'But I can't find the path even,' he 
answered irritably. * Besides, I couldn't think 
of leaving you here alone,' he added as an 
afterthought. 

' I don't in the least mind being left alone,' 
cried Norah with evident and earnest sincerity ; 
for it was a very weak expression of her long-^ 
ing to be left alone and allowed to rest. * Do, 
pray, try by yourself to find some house.' 

* But then I should probably lose you.' 
Norah could have survived this, and, on 

the whole, would have infinitely preferred it 
either to the resumption of their weary tramp 
or to his night-long company on the heath. 

* Oh no ; if you should find a house and 
send someone to guide me there, I can hear and 
answer if he will shout. You can hear a 
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sound a long way to-night ; or, if you could 
spare me a few matches, I could make up a fire.' 

* A fire ! by George I the very thing. We 
may either find the road by it, or someone 
may find us by it.' 

So saying, he proceeded to pluck and heap 
up the heather to the height of his waist, 
which, with the help of some paper, he soon 
had ablaze. It was a very effective signal — 
much more effective than he had meant, or 
hoped it to be — for the flames spread in a 
moment to the siurroundiug heather, which 
yras dry as tinder. The fire, like some fierce 
creature let suddenly loose, darted for a short 
distance in leaps and bounds, then disappeared 
for a moment, and then, as though roused 
from its covert, reappeared and raged wildly 
on all sides. Reid, after a faint attempt to 
stamp it out, which resulted only in the 
singeing of his beard, stood looking helplessly 
on in dismay. Here was a conflagration which 
would be reported in all the papers with the 
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minutest details of its origin. Was there ever, 
he thought, such infernal ill-luck? The only 
thing to be done was to get Norah to some 
house before they were surprised together by 
those whom the fire would be certain to attract. 
Meanwhile Norah, who had started up in 
consternation, was thinking, after her foolish 
manner, of the mischief and misery the fire 
would cause not only to man, but to her 
special clients — the birds. In excuse for her, 
it must be said that she saw some of the birds, 
which rose in wild terror as the fire roared and 
raged onward, dash down again madly into 
its midst. But her thoughts were soon diverted 
to herself, for the fire took a sudden turn 
in her direction. It was amazing, considering 
the stillness of the night, how fast and far 
it spread. In a few minutes wha.t at first 
was a sinuous stream of fire widened into 
a lake which began to swallow up the darkness 
of its shores on all sides at once, so that Keid 
and Norah had to retreat before it. 
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' We must find a bare place/ he said ; 
and they soon reached an open space com- 
pletely bare, and bald even, without a blade of 
grass upon its surface. 

* If you wouldn't mind waiting here for me 
for a few minutes, I shall dimb the hill to look 
for some house/ 

After he had gone some minutes a wind 
sprang suddenly up, and, driving the fire 
racing before it in a flood, showed her what 
he sought — a house right in its track. A 
sudden horror of fear lest the family should, 
through their carelessness, be burned alive in 
their beds filled her heart to the exclusion 
of all thought of him or of herself. She had 
plenty of time to warn them and return, but 
even of this she had no thought at the moment. 
She ran round to leeward of the house, her 
fatigue forgotten in her excitement, and would 
have reached it within ten minutes, if the 
rough ground and the thick and high tufts 
of heather hadn't made swift progress im- 
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possible. She stumbled at aljnost every other 
step in her headlong hurry, and fell more than 
once before she gained the door. She knocked 
at first with her knuckles again and again 
without an answer. Then seizing a stone 
she hammeral madly at the door, crying out at 
the same time : still no answer. Stooping for 
a handful of gravel, she stepped back to fling 
it up against one of the windows, when she 
saw there wasn't a whole pane of glass left in 
any one of them. The house was tenantless 
by human beings a least, but the whinny of a 
frightened pony appealed irresistibly to one of 
the softest places in Norah's heart. Even if 
she had felt herself in greater danger than she 
did, she couldn't have resisted it. Finding 
after a short search a stone to suit her purpose, 
she tried with all her force to break open the 
door with it, for some time in vain. At last 
the lock gave, the door burst open, and Norah 
stood aside for the pony to come out. But, 
terrified by the smoke, or smell, or glare of 
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the fire, the pony stood stock still, trembling 
and paralysed, and would certainly have been 
burned where he stood, if Norah had not 
made another effort at his rescue. Entering 
she did all she could to tranquillise him by 
soothing and patting him to no purpose. He 
stood rigidly still and would neither be led nor 
driven out. After losing some time in* this 
vain attempt, Norah, at sight of his harness 
hanging on the wall, bethought her of a 
stratagem she had read of as the only effective 
one in such a case. Having thrown some of 
the harness loosely upon him and put the bit 
in his mouth, she was able to lead him out 
without the slightest difficulty. 

All this took up a good deal of time, but 
she had it to spare, as measured by the progress 
of the fire to windward. For though the wind 
had freshened considerably, it had not yet 
driven the fire dangerously near the house. 
But it had driven sparks of light, kindled frag- 
ments of heather over the house to leeward. 
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which set ablaze the moor on that side before 
Norah had reached the house. And as the 
heather, now sapless, was dry as matchwood 
from six weeks' drought, the j&re was widening 
with incredible rapidity on that side all the time 
Norah was attempting the rescue of the pony. 

When, therefore, she led out the pony, she 
was horrified to find herself in an all but un- 
broken ring of fire. There was a black break 
in the ring, seeming in the distance but a yard 
or two wide, for which she must make a de- 
sperate dash. Hardly had she realised her 
danger and bethought her of the pony as a 
means of escape from it, when she heard behind 
her the clatter of its hoofs, as, come suddenly to 
itself, it galloped madly away. 

There wasn't a moment to lose, and she 
sped on toward the break in the ring as for 
hfe. But terror and nervousness and the em- 
barrassment of her dress made her stumble or 
fall every few steps over the thick and tangled 
tufts of heather. Each time she rose, white. 
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trembling, panting with exhaustion and horror, 
the black break to her wide eyes seemed to 
have shrunk suddenly. Now, it is but a span 
— now, a handbreadth — now, a speck — and 
now — gone ! 

She sank down in the heather, sick, dizzy, 
stupefied, staring at the spot where the circle 
of fire had just joined, in that kind of horror 
of helplessness which overwhelms us in a night- 
mare. After some moments of such stupefac- 
tion, she rose to her knees and tried with 
clasped hands to pray, but only the first 
words of the first prayer she had learned as 
a little child, and into which she had then of 
herself introduced the name of Maurice, 
occurred to her ; and these she repeated over 
and over again with white and quivering lips : 
* Oh, God, keep this night under the shadow of 
Thy wings, Father and Mother and Maurice 
^d me ' 

But a sudden gust of wind, hot with the 
breath of the fire behind her, roused her to 
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stagger on almost mechanically to the point she 
had been making for, where the circle had just 
joined — or semicircle rather ; for the flames 
behind her, driven by the wind, were rolling 
swiftly up like a scroll the little island of 
heather on which she stood. Now it narrowed 
to a mere crescent ; and, as she sank down at 
the farthest point from the flood of flame 
behind her, she could see the fire steadily, 
stealthily creeping towards her from either 
side. She buried her head in her lap to shut 
out as she could the sight and sound of the 
approach of such a death, and then Nature, 
overwrought and stunned, suddenly soothed her 
with a strange delusion. She fancied it was all 
a frightful dream. She had fallen asleep on the 
heather, when Eeid Summers had left her, and 
was dreaming all this horror, and would wake 
presently ; would force herself to wake now. 
She raised her head. * Maurice ! ' she screamed. 
* Quick I get up! throw your dress over 
your head.' 
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Instinctively she obeyed him, but as in a 
dream, and she thought it a dream. Taking 
her in his strong arras, he strode at half a dozen 
steady strides through the ribbon of fire in 
front and for many yards beyond it, and then, 
when well clear of the smoke and sparks, he 
set her down. ' Can you walk a little way ? * 
She looked up in his face with dazed eyes, then 
back into that sea of fire, and then again into 
his face, * It's not a dream,' she said doubt- 
fully, * it's Maurice.' 

' Yes, it's I,' he said. * Can you walk a 
little way ? ' His tone didn't help to reassure 
her that it was he, it was so constrained and 
stern. ' Take my arm,' he added almost 
peremptorily, as she turned to walk by his side, 
still wondering and bewildered. She clasped 
both hands about his arm and walked a few 
steps, looking up still into his face. Then she 
stopped suddenly. 

* You're burned — you must be burned ! ' she 
exclaimed. So he was, badly, but he hardly 
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felt it yet, and, if he had felt it fully, he was 
little likely to acknowledge it to her. 

^ No, I'm all right,' he replied impatiently. 

* But for you ' she began, and then 

shuddered with closed eyes, recoiling from the 
thought of that death on whose brink she had 
stood a minute since, and speaking in silence to 
God. 

' Maimce, you were sent to me,' she said 
presently, with a kind of awe in her voice. 
And at the moment, the least strange thing to 
her, when all was so strange, seemed Maurice's 
appearance to rescue her. Yet nothing should 
have seemed more astonishing to her than that 
a man who, she was quite certain, was in 
Ireland and in prison, should discover her lost 
at night on a Yorkshire moor. It was the 
most natural thing in the world, as we shall see, 
but she had no reason to think so ; yet the only 
thing that at the moment struck her as strange, 
was his set, stern manner. It was utterly un- 
like him to do a generous thing ungraciously, 
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for generally he doubled the value of what he 
gave or did by a manner which suggested that 
the kindness was rather done to hinr than by 
him. But now he marred the perfection of this 
great thing he had done for her by the un- 
gracious and all but grudging manner in which 
he did it. It was utterly and inexplicably un- 
like him, and Norah, even in these first 
minutes, felt that the Ufe so flung to her was 
made worthless by the scorn of the hand which 
flung it. Before she could ask, or even think 
of asking, an explanation of Maurice's un- 
graciousness, Mr. Eeid Summers joined them. 

* You've not got burned, I hope,' he said t© 
Maurice, for his boots and trousers were both 
burned badly. 

' No, it was nothing.' 

* Why did you leave the place I left you 
in ? ' Eeid then asked Norah in an injured tone. 
He imagined that she had, in a foolish panic, 
rushed for refuge to the house without a thought 
of him. 

v2 



iSo THE WEARING OF THE GREEN 

Norah explained that she went to warn the 
people she had supposed to be living there. 

* But you stayed there,' he objected, still 
under the impression that she fancied the house 
a safe refuge and that she had not given his 
•safety a thought. 

Norah again explained, conscious of the 
bathos of these matter-of-fact and wooden 
questions after such an escape. It must be said 
for Mr. Summers, however, that knowing her 
rescue by Maiu^ice to be certain, he couldn't 
imagine to himself her despair of a rescue. 

Surely this prosaic meeting between Mr. 
Summers and Norah ought to have opened 
Maurice's eyes to their true relations. But it 
didn't ; because, as we shall proceed to show, 
he had just been overwhehningly prepossessed 
by an opposite idea. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

DEUS EX MACHTNA. 

O night a&d shades, 
How are ye joined with Hell in triple knot. 
Against the unarmed weakness of one virgin 
Alone and helpless 1 — Cbmus, 

We shall now proceed to explain Maurice's 
sudden appearance as a Deus ex machind* 

The newspaper account Norah had seen of 
his arrest when stepping on board the boat 
at Queenstown was perfectly correct, as would 
have been also its statement that he was to be 
sent to Kilmainham as a suspect, if the unex- 
pected vacancy of a seat in a Munster borough 
had not altered the intention of the Castle 
authorities. To send any man of popular note 
to Kilmainham was to send him to Parliament, 
if the vacancy happened to occur at the time 
when the mind of the public was excited by 
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his imprisonment. But to send to gaol such a 
man as Maurice Studdert — one of the very few 
representatives of the old families who were 
representatives also of the national cause — was 
to make his election for almost any county or 
borough outside the north and Dubhn an 
absolute certainty. 

Therefore, the Castle authorities suddenly 
changed their minds about Maurice, and, in- 
stead of sending him to gaol arbitrarily and 
unheard, restored him his papers, apologised to 
him for his arrest, and repaid him the passage 
money to America which he had forfeited. 

Maurice, free and in Dublin, naturally went 
to Aunt Winny's, not without hope of hearing 
something about Norah. In this he was not 
disappointed. Aunt Winny, as we have said, 
was sorely exercised in her mind about the 
mysterious telegram which Norah had received 
from Father Mac, and which she had stoutly 
declined to explain — ' Gone to America.' She 
yras still aflame with curiosity as to its mean- 
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ing when Maurice — whom she knew to be an 
old friend and near neighbour of Norah and of 
the priest — called upon her. Before, thereforcj 
Maurice could question Aunt Winny about 
Norah, he was himself straitly questioned about 
her by Aunt Winny. 

But Aunt Winny, like Dogberry, * would go 
about with him,' and asked first such wild 
questions regarding Father Mac that Maurice 
was completely mystified. Finding that these 
wide and wild wheelings brought her no nearer 
her quarry, she suddenly produced the telegram 
and asked Maurice his opinion of it point-blank. 

' I am quite ashamed, Mr. Studdert, to 
trouble you about a family matter, but the 
state of my poor brother's health must be my 
excuse. He's a wreck — a perfect wreck I And 
I'm convinced that nothing but some secret 
anxiety could so break him down at his age 
and with his constitution. Else, why all this 
mystery about that telegram? A priest — ^for 
all I know a Jesuit — telegraphing to Norah 
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about someone she's ashamed to name! It's 
my belief she's got engaged to a Papist ! ' If 
she had said * a Negro ' her voice could not 
have expressed a deeper horror of such 
miscegenation. * I know you have been 
always like brother and sister together, Mr. 
Studdert, or I shouldn't have ventured to ask 
your advice. But what was I to do? I 
believe, if this thing is allowed to go on, it will 
kill my poor brother ! ' 

Maurice, with his eyes fixed on the telegram, 
hardly heard half of what she said. He had 
no doubt at all that it referred to him, or that 
Norah had wished to see and say something to 
him. His hopes not only revived, but rose at a 
bound to fever heat. He took out his watch, 
and, finding he could catch the night mail he 
asked Aunt Winny abruptly for her brother's 
present address. 

The starthng efiect of the telegram upon 
him, of course, excited Aunt Winny's curiosity 
to frenzy. * What is it ? What's the matter ? 



'«v*^av^i^"^^ai^^^^ 



DEUS EX MACHINA, 185 

Don't keep it from me, Mr. Studdert. I can 
bear it. I can bear anything better than sus- 
pense. Oh, what is it ? ' 

At any other time Maurice might have been 
impatient of such an ado about nothing, but he 
was now in such high and happy spirits that he 
answered her with the most courteous conside- 
ration. 

' I assure you. Miss Wyndham, it's nothing 
nothing of the very least importance to anyone 
but myself. This telegram refers to me, and I 
protest solemnly that I am as sound a Protestant 
as yourself,' smiling pleasantly. But Aunt 
Winny couldn't see at all where the joke came 
in. She expected to hear something that would 
horrify her agreeably — and this was all ! 
Besides, if Maurice was the heart of the mystery 
she had made an egregious mistake in consulting 
him about it. Therefore she was in deep 
dudgeon, and was at no pains to conceal it. 
Giving him Miles' address without a word, she 
received his adieux with freezing formality. 
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Maurice caught the night mail, and reached 
Springthorpe on the morning of the picnic to 
Serborne Abbey. After making a hurried 
breakfast at the railway hotel, he set out for 
The Towers in very different spirits from those 
in which he had left Aunt Winny's house 
yesterday afternoon. In the interval a hundred 
alternations of hope and fear tormented him, 
but, as he neared nervously the moment when 
his suspense would be put an end to, his hopes 
sank to zero. On what a slight basis were they 
built I On an answer to an inquiry after him 
which at most might have been made in mere 
friendship. And, on the other side, were to be 
set the evidence of his own eyes to her intimacy 
with this Englishman whom she had hurried 
after to his home. Had he not seen him closeted 
with her, and surprised her with his arm about 
her waist ? He stood now amazed with him- 
self at his wild rush after her here on such 
slight encouragement as this telegram had given 
him. In a word, his spirits, which, like those 
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of Irishmen in genera], were either at spring or 
neap tide, ebbed as far to-day as they had flowed 
high yesterday. Besides, it must be remem- 
bered that in love, as in other fevers, the pulse, 
when the disorder is g^t its height, is sent up or 
down by a breath. 

While Maurice, under his load of dejection 
was walking slowly up the avenue of The 
Towers, Mr. Snippet had reached its door. The 
worthy vicar had come to consult Mr. Summers 
about the same parochial matter on which his 
curate, Mr. Simmons, had wished to speak at 
Serbome Abbey to Eeid. At the door Mr, 
Snippet is met by Mrs. Summers, returning 
from a walk in the garden, and is by her ushered 
into the library. Before she would send for 
Mr. Summers she must needs pour out her own 
feeble httle soul to her priest. For Mrs. 
Summers loved a chat with Mr. Snippet, for 
the same reason that most ladies love a talk 
with their doctor, and that lovers, according to 
the cynic, love a talk with each other. ' Ce 
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qui fait que les amants et les maitresses ne 
s'ennuient point d'etre ensemble, c'est qu'ils 
parlent toujours d'eux-mSmes/ Mrs. Summers 
was of so little account in her own house that 
no one there would lend an ear to her plaints. 
But to Mr. Snippet she was of great account, 
and he was highly flattered by her confidences. 
Therefore, she loved to get him to herself — 
which she could never do if Ann was in the 
house — and to purr under his petting. Here 
was a great opportunity, with Ann and every- 
one else out of the way, and a big budget of 
griefs and grievances to unfold. But first of 
all came, of course, a recital of all Effie's bril- 
liant salUes since Mr. Snippet's last visit. Then 
followed an account of the subtlety and au- 
dacity of Norah, and of Eeid's danger. This 
account she had just begun when Maurice was 
shown into the room by the footman, who 
thought it empty. 

Maurice had asked for Miles and Norah, 
and, on being told that both were out, inquired 
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when they were likely to be home. The foot- 
man being unable to say, Maurice asked to see 
Mr. Summers, and was shown into the library. 

'Beg pardon, mem, I thought you were 
hout. The gentleman wishes to see the master/ 

Mrs. Summers, hardly glancing at Maurice, 
begged him to take a seat, and told the servant 
that Mr. Summers was in the garden. She 
then continued her eager narrative without 
another thought of Maurice. 

* Eeid met her somewhere in the wilds of 
Ireland, and, taking one of his sudden fancies 
to her, made me ask her and her father here. 
To tell you the truth, when I asked them I had 
no idea that they would accept an invitation 
given upon so short an acquaintance. But I 
little knew the kind of people they were. She 
hurries after him here within a week ; turns up 
on Saturday morning. On Simday morning, 
long before anyone else in the house is 
awake, she meets him in the garden. Yester- 
day, when all the rest go out, she stays at 
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home under some pretext or other to meet 
him, plainly by assignation, here in this room ; 
and when Ann returns she finds them locked 
in here together ! locked in ! In all my life I 
never met or heard of so sly and bold a girl, 
never ! ' 

*Is Mr. Eeid Summers with them at Ser- 
borne ? ' asked Mr. Snippet. 

*No; most fortunately he had an engage- 
ment that he couldn't get out of, while she and 
her father return to Ireland to-morrow. Eeid 
will forget her in a week, once she's out of his 
sight; and Ann says she's certain he has not 
yet proposed for her; so it may all be right 
yet. But fancy my feelings, Mr. Snippet, while 
such a girl remains in the house ! ' 

Mr. Snippet shook his head and tried to 
look as if he fancied her feelings ; and then 
Mr. Summers entered the room. 

Having shaken hands with Mr. Snippet, lie 
turned inquiringly to Maurice. Poor Maurice 
hardly knew where he was, or what he said at 
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first, after hearing such an account of Norah ; 
but at least he gave Mr. Summers to under- 
stand that he was a friend of Mr. Wyndham's. 
Plainly this was no recommendation. Mr. 
Summei-s replied stiffly that Mr. Wyndham 
was spending the day with a gentleman in 
the neighbourhood, and would probably not be 
home till late at night. 

'And Miss Wyndham?' asked Maurice, 
almost mechanically. 

' Miss Wyndham is also away on a pleasure 
party at Serborne Abbey with my daughters.' 

Maurice stumbled out some apology for 
troubling Mr. Summers, and had got as far as 
the door, when he paused to ask by what train 
the party from Serborne was expected to return. 

'When is the carriage ordered to meet 
them ? ' asked Mr. Summers pompously, turn- 
ing to his wife. 

' Ann said a quarter past nine.' 

Maurice bowed and departed. He didn't 
in the least know how he got out of the house 



192 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

or down the avenue, or in what direction he 
was walking, when he came somewhat to him- 
self. He was hurrying at a great pace away 
from Springthorpe, but of this he had no con- 
sciousness or care. At last he stopped, and 
sitting on a bank by the roadside, tried to 
collect his thoughts. This woman's monstrous, 
incredible account of Norah — but was it in- 
credible? Did he not himself know of her 
what seemed as incredible — more incredible? 
Would he have believed any man or woman, 
even her own father or mother, that Norah 
would allow a casual acquaintance of a couple 
of days' standing to walk with her in open day 
with his arm around her waist ? Yet he had 
seen this himself with his own eyes. Why, then, 
should he think it incredible that she had met 
him in the garden in the early morning before 
the very servants were astir ; or even that she 
was locked in a room with him alone ? Did he 
not himself surprise them together in a room, 
chosen plainly because it was thought secure 
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from intrusion ? And as for her hurrying here 
to England after him — hunting him down, as 
that woman suggested — why. she had hurried 
here after him ! 

And yet — ^and yet — ^it couldn't be. The 
Norah he had known from childhood, who, up 
to yesterday, had remained a child in innocence 
and modesty, could not in a day have become 
the false and forward creature she appeared. 
No doubt she loved this man, but what seemed 
the bold and almost immodest exhibition of 
her love came of her very innocence and 
candour. 

But that she should love this man, and love 
him after a few days' — hours' — acquaintance, 
this alone was torment, and stretched his heart 
upon the rack. He started up and wandered 
on aimlessly, forming and rejecting resolution 
after resolution. He would return at once to 
Ireland. He would never return to Ireland, 
but take ship from Liverpool to America. He 
would go to Serbome Abbey. He would seek 
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Miles and find out from him the whole truth. 
He would meet Norah at the station on her 
return, and hear from her own lips her own 
explanation. These resolutions he revolved over 
and over in his mind, and at length decided to 
act upon the last — to meet her at the station 
on her return. 

The mere decision was some relief to him, 
and steadied his betossed mind like a rudder. 
He inquired his way back to Springthorpe, 
from which he had wandered for some hours 
and many miles ; and there he waited in rest- 
less wretchedness for the arrival of the last 
train from Serborne. He was pacing the plat- 
form for nearly an hour before it was due ; and 
when it rolled in at last his heart seemed to 
stand still. 

He looked into every carriage, and then 
into every face, but no Norah. Plainly the 
party hadn't returned, by that train at least. 
As he was leaving, heartsick, the station, he 
saw two ladies stepping into, a carriage, and it 



PL «■ ^ ■ J_ 



DEUS EX MACHINA. 195 

occurred to him to ask the footman if they were 
the Misses Summers. Hearing that they were, 
he approached the side of the carriage, and, 
taking his hat off, said, 'I beg your pardon, 
but may I ask if Miss Wyndham has returned 
with you ? ' 

* No ; she has stayed behind with my 
brother.' 

' Your brother ! ' stammered Maurice ; ' I 
understood he was not with you.' 

Ann saw in the pale face, the troubled 
eyes, the agitated manner, symptoms, there 
was no mistaking, of the jealousy of a dis- 
carded lover. 

* He joined her in the afternoon,' she replied, 
with a vicious emphasis on ' her.' ' And they 
have contrived to miss the last train.' 

Maurice stood stunned and silent for a 
moment, and said then hoarsely, 'Do you 
mean that they cannot get home to-night ? ' 

' They can get home by Brixome and Leeds, 
if they choose^ answered Ann venomously. 

2 
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Maurice looked at her without seeing her, and 
as though waiting still for some reply, and then 
turned abruptly and in silence away. He was 
brought to himself by knocking blindly against 
a porter, to whom /he apologised, and then pro- 
ceeded to question about this Brixome and Leeds 
route from Serborne. The porter had himself 
to refer to the time-iables, and from them he 
made out that a train reached Brixome at 10.10, 
by which they could catch the 10.30 train from 
Leeds to Springthorpe. This would not bring 
them to Springthorpe before eleven, and Maurice 
therefore would have nearly two hours more to 
wait at the station. 

But he couldn't wait. He must do some- 
thing to still the fret and fever of his mind, and 
to delude himself into the belief that these two 
hours were not lost. Therefore he took a train 
just starting for Leeds which was due there 
before the train from Brixome. At the time 
he took his ticket he had no definite idea of 
pursuing Eeid and Norah if they didn't arrive 
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by this train from Brixome; though, as it 
turned out, such pursuit was made possible 
only by his taking this train. But of this he 
did not think until he was half-way to Leeds, 
for until then he could hardly take in clearly, 
or coherently even, all the bearings of this 
business. It was solely his longing for action 
of some kind which made him start for Leeds, 
though the journey might serve no other pur- 
pose than to bring him an hour nearer to Norah 
for her own sake. He had no personal interest 
now in seeking her — ^that was absolutely clear 
and certain. There was not nov the least doubt 
in his mind that she must love this fellow to 
infatuation — for there was no misinterpreting 
either Miss Summers' manner or news. It 
seemed to be almost as hateful news to her 
as it could be to him, and yet she plainly 
believed it. How could she or anyone help 
believing it ? No ; Norah loved this fellow to 
such distraction that he, taking advantage of 
her absolute innocence, was able to compromise 
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her in this dastardly way. The most Maurice 
could hope for now was to foil him as far as 
possible, by lessening the scandal of such an 
escapade. 

It was not until he was well on his way to 
Leeds that Miss Summers' venomous supposi- 
tion, that her brother and Norah might not 
choose to return that night at all, came into his 
mind with all its maddening suggestions, and 
drove him to walk up and down the empty 
compartment like a caged wild beast. If this 
were possible — but it was not possible — even 
to think it possible was infamous ; and yet the 
thought — like a fiendish face in a nightmare — 
forced itself upon him, turn from it -as he would, 
and with it came the resolution to hunt this 
scoundrel down. 

It is only justice, however, to Maurice, to 
say that, notwithstanding his Celtic impetuosity 
and mental agility in taking from a very narrow 
foothold a very wide leap to a conclusion, he 
didn't seriously entertain this suggestion of Miss 
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Summers until the train from Brixome came in 
without Eeid and Norah. 

'Is there another train from Brixome to- 
night ? ' he asked the guard, so fiercely that the 
man half thought him mad. 

He stared at him in amazement, and then 
said shortly, ' No, there ain't.' 

' Or to Brixome ? ' 

* Ay ; this is due out now.' 

While the engine was being reversed and 
coupled, Maurice got his ticket and took his 
seat ; and the guard at each intermediate sta- 
tion looking in upon him — and he took care 
always to look in upon him — ^had his suspicions 
of his sanity confirmed. Fot Maurice sat, as 
though turned to stone, always in one posi- 
tion — his arms folded, his head sunk on his 
breast, and his eyes fixed drearily on the floor 
of the carriage. In truth, the guard was re- 
lieved to find at Brixome that he had neither 
shot himself nor thrown himself on the line 
during the journey. 
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' Brixome, sir/ he said, touching Maurice 
on the knee gently. 

* Thank you,' said Maurice, rousing himself. 

When he got out he asked the station- 
master if he had seen on the platform that 
evening such and such a young lady and 
gentleman, describing Norah and Eeid as 
closely as he could. The station-master shook 
his head ; but summoned the foreman porter 
(who had not been ojBT the platform since seven 
o'clock) to answer the inquiry more certainly. 
But he too was quite positive he had seen no 
one answering to Maurice's description. 

Maurice therefore had to give up his idea 
that possibly they had gone by some other 
train and route. Quitting the station, he sought 
out the principal hotels, to make the same 
inquiry with the same result ; and at the last 
hotel he inquired at he ordered a cab to take 
him to Serbome. 

When the cabman got on to Mossmoor and 
saw it far to the left in flames, he took a detour 
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on his own account to have a good view of the 
fire. As he approached it he was stopped and 
hailed by Eeid Summers. 

' Have you got a fare ? ' 

' Yes, sir.' 

* Pray stop a moment.' 

As Eeid didn't look Uke a highwayman, 
the cabby stopped. Before, however, Eeid 
could approach to put his and ISTorah's case so 
pitifully as to induce the fare to share with 
them the cab till they reached some place 
where they could get one for themselves, 
Maurice, putting his head out to ascertain the 
meaning of the stoppage, recognised him by 
the light of the fire. Leaping from the 
cab, he cried almost savagely, * Where's Miss 
Wyndham.?' 

Reid, not recognising him for a moment, 
stared at him in a bewilderment which Maurice 
took for confusion. 

* Where is she?' he a^iked again more 
imperiously. 
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' Oh, Mr. Studdert,' replied Beid, recollect- 
ing at last the face and name. He had not the 
least wish for a quarrel with this lunatic, whose 
violent potitics and rhetoric at Miles' dinner- 
table he had good reason to remember. There- 
fore he said quietly, ' I reaUy do not know 
where she is exactly ; but she can't be far. I 
left her in a safe place, while I went to look 
out for a house to take her to; but when I 
returned she was gone. I've been searching 
for her everywhere for the last half-hour or 
more,' he added, looking all round as he spoke, 
and then breaking off to exclaim : ' There she 
is in the very middle of it ! ' Then Maurice, 
taking in the situation at a glance, hurried 
headlong to her rescue. So it c^me about that 
Maurice descended (from a cab) as a Deus ex 
machind. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

ALL IN THE DARK. 

What, man 1 ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'erfraught heart and bids it break. 

Macbeth. 

The last chapter explains not only Maurice's 
appearance, but his manner to Norah. He 
was as certain of her childlike innocence in the 
aJBfair as he was of his own very existence, but 
he was equally certain now of her infatuated 
love for Reid Summers. That she should fall 
into such a depth of love in such headlong 
haste, and with such a base object as this fellow 
had just shown himself to be, was sufficient 
degradation for a girl who had been his ideal 
of womanly perfection. Hence the rough 
scorn of his manner, which w^as all the more 
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pronounced because he was struggling de- 
sperately at the moment with his yearning and 
unconquerable love for her. 

But this very struggle raised to white heat 
his rage with Eeid Summers. He had sufficient 
self-restraint to repress the open expression of 
it in Norah's presence, but he was able to 
repress it only through the hope of an early 
opportunity of letting the fellow know what he 
thought of his infamous conduct. He would, 
in his present mood, most certainly have horse- 
whipped him, if the redress of a duel had been 
open to his rival. 

We may safely leave, therefore, to the 
reader's imagination the pleasantness of the 
party that returned together in the cab to 
Brixome — ^Maurice sullen to savageness ; Norah 
miserable in the thoughts of her father's 
anxiety and of the estrangement of Maurice ; 
Keid, who was a mere grown-up spoiled child, 
thinking himself cruelly ill-used on all sides — 
by Norah, by fortune, and by the silent and 



ALL IN THE DARK. 205 

scowling insolence of this Irish lunatic. He 
felt as though he was in a powder factory, 
through which he must walk delicately without 
a nail in his boots or a match in his pockets. 
As he had met Maurice but once before, and 
had found him then nearly as furious as now, 
he imagined this to be his ordinary temper 
and temperature — 212". Therefore he thought 
silence safest, and ventured only upon one 
remark during the drive. ' I suppose we must 
stay to-night at Brixome.' But even of this 
mild suggestion he repented, when Maurice 
replied to it by thrusting his head out of the 
window to shout to the driver, ' Drive to the 
station/ He would restore Norah to her father 
that night, if he had to charter a special train 
from Brixome to Springthorpe. 

Nor was Norah much more fortunate in the 
replies she received from him. 

' Have you seen father ? ' 

* No ; he was away.' 

* He will be miserable about me.' 
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* You should . have thought of that before/ 
replied Maurice bitterly. 

'I've thought of nothing else/ answered 
Norah, very much hurt. 

Here was an opportunity for Eeid Summers 
to explain and exonerate Norah, and take the 
blame upon himself; but, even if he hadn't 
thought everything and everyone in fault except 
himself, he was little likely to condescend to 
excuse either Norah or himself to this surly 
savage. 

Thus the party relapsed into wretched 
silence until they reached the station. Maurice, 
now in intolerable agony from his burns, let 
the other two get out first and into the station, 
before he ventured to move, lest he should 
betray to them, in spite of himself, the torture 
each movement cost him. 

* There's no train before six o'clock in the 
morning,' said Eeid to him, as he followed 
them to the platform. Maurice turned to the 
foreman porter who had given this information. 
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* What, not a goods' train ? ' 

* Ay ; there are goods' eneu', but the maia 
on 'em runs through without stopping.' On 
further inquiry Maurice learned that there was 
a fast goods' to the North which ran through 
Leeds past Springthorpe, due to pass in ten 
minutes — but it was as much as his place was 
worth, added the porter, to stop it. His place 
wasn't worth much, judging by the bribe which 
induced him to stop it ; and in a quarter of an 
hour they found themselves packed in the 
wretched brake van of the goods'. The agony 
Maurice endured in clambering up into this 
ramshackle rattletrap from the level of the 
metals, and through having to stand in it for 
over two hours, shaken, jerked, bumped, and 
knocked from side to side, was at least a drastic 
counter-irritant to his mental wretchedness. 
Leaving this party to their reflections — for they 
couldn't have talked even if they had wished 
in this infernal machine — we shall return to 
The Towers. 
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When Ann and Carrie on their return 
without Norah gave their explanation of her 
absence, great was the consternation of Mr. 
and Mrs. Summers. 

* You shouldn't have let her out of your 
sight for a moment,' cried Mr. Summers 
severely to Ann — speaking and thinking as 
though Norah were a vicious horse which had 
bolted with his boy. 

'How could I suppose that she should 
make such an assignation?' Ann answered 
petulantly. 

' I don't believe she made any assignation,' 
said Carrie, whose defence, to this extent, of 
Norah was due mainly to a habit, which 
had become an instinct, of opposition to 
Ann. 

' Then why did she steal off in that way 
with that mill-girl? Just because she knew 
perfectly well that if she'd been with us when 
Reid came, she'd not have had a chance of 
getting him to herself.' 
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* I am sure I never left her for a moment 
yesterday,' wailed Mrs. Summers feebly. 

* If he marries that girl, I wash my hands 
of him,' pronounced Mr. Summers with judicial 
deliberation and emphasis, giving his hands a 
slight imaginary wash and then flinging them 
from him palms outward. 

'Dear, dear! But I hope he won't do 
that,' moaned Mrs. Summers distressfully. 

'And you may tell him so, when they 
return,' added Mr. Summers, disregarding his 
wife's interject ory lamentation. Having left 
this pleasant commission to his wife, he strode 
off to bed. Mr. Summers spoke daggers all 
the more freely because of his fear of using 
them. We have noticed the same thing in 
dogs, which bark the more furiously the less 
they like coming to close quarters. 

' I think I shall go to bed too,' said Carrie, 
yawning. *0f course I should like to have 
heard you and Eeid have it out together, Ann ; 
but you must excuse me, as I never enjoyed 

VOL. II. p 
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such a stupid party in all my whole life, and 
I'm really too done up for anything.' 

When the young lady had left the room, 
Ann said : * I wish you'd get papa to speak 
seriously to Carrie ; she gets more vulgar every 
day.' But Mrs. Summers had quite enough on 
her mind at present, so she hardly heard, and 
didn't heed, Ann's suggestion. 

* Do you know when they're likely to get 
back ? ' she asked Ann plaintively. 

* The train from Leeds which they ought to 
catch is due at Springthorpe about eleven, I 
think, and, as they'll probably have to walk 
from the station, they can't be here much before 
twelve.' 

' Do you think your papa would mind my 
sending the dog-cart to meet them ? ' asked Mrs. 
Summers, wishing to shorten this dangerous 
tete-a-tete by a few minutes even. 

' Of course he'd mind,' replied Ann sharply ; 
and, seeing through her mother's motive for 
wishing to have them met, she added im- 
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patiently : ' What difference could that make 
after they've been five or six hours together ? 
Besides, they mayn't come at all — ^not to- 
night.' 

* Not come back to-night I ' exclaimed Mrs. 
Summers. 

'They may miss the train from Brixome, 
too. I think they're very hkely to miss it, for 
then Eeid must marry her whether he likes it 
or not.' 

Mrs. Summers wasn't so sure of this, but 
she said nothing, and we shall not follow her 
thoughts, which were little to her credit, or to 
that of her sex. She was not a black-hearted 
woman, but simply selfish and unimaginative — 
incapable either of reaUsing or feehng for othef^ 
interests than her own. 

As her mother remained silent, Ann, having 
vividly recalled to her the effect produced by 
this suggestion of hers, when she last made it, 
told her mother about Maurice's meeting and 
questioning them at the station. Then her 

p2 
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mother identified him as the visitor of the 
morning who had overheard her remarks about 
Norah, and both decided that he was a suitor 
discarded in favour of Eeid as a richer rival, 
and that Norah was, for her age, a monster of 
boldness and badness. 

So the hours shpped easily away in the 
most piquant of all pleasant talk— abuse of a 
woman by her own sex. Twelve o'clock 
struck and still no arrival, and Ann had just 
pronounced decisively that they would now 
certainly not return to night when there was a 
ring at the door. 

' Now, mamma, remember you must speak 
out quite plainly to Eeid.' 

* There'll be a quarrel, I know there will be 
a quarrel, between him and his father,' cried 
poor Mrs. Summers, with her hands nervously 
and helplessly clutching each other. * I don't 

think, Ann ' Just then the door opened 

and Miles entered. They had almost forgotten 
his existence. He had just returned from the 
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political meeting, convened at Leeds in Mr. 
Chillingham's support, having come by the very 
train Eeid and Norah were expected to take. 

' I am sorry I am so late, Mrs, Summers,' 
he said, looking round the while for Norah. 
*But I couldn't well leave the meeting until 
Mr. Chillingham had spoken. I hope you had 
a pleasant day, Miss Summers. I suppose 
Norah's gone to bed.' 

* She's not returned yet,' answered Ann, 
feeling somewhat uncomfortable. 

* Not returned ! ' exclaimed Miles. ' Have 
you left your sister and her behind ? ' 

* My brother and she missed the last train, 
but,' she hastened to add at sight of Miles' 
face, ' we expect them by the last train from 
Leeds.' 

'I've just come by it,' said Miles, sitting 
down suddenly. * Your sister is with them ? ' 

* No, she returned with me.' 

Miles looked at her as though he hadn't 
understood her, and indeed he hardly had. 



214 ' THE WEARING OF THE GREEN} 

' Do you mean that you and your sister left 
her behind with your brother? ' he asked, with 
a fierceness which provoked Ann to retort : 

' She seemed very well able to take care of 
herself.' But the retort no more hit the mark 
than a bullet which whizzes idly above a soldier 
just fallen on the field. Miles sat white and 
helpless, trying to realise this wretchedness ; 
then starting suddenly up, he hurried from the 
room and from the house without his hat. Half 
an hour later he rang again, and on the 
servant's opening the door he asked to see 
Miss Summers. He wouldn't come in. Miss 
Summers presently came down not without 
fear of a violent scene. But there was not the 
least fear of it. ' I couldn't recall where it was 
you left her,' he said perplexedly. 

' Serbome. But the porter there said he 
would direct them to Brixome, from which they 
could get home by Leeds.' 

While she was speaking Miles took out his 
pocket-book, and with a hand that shook as 
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though palsied wrote down ' Serborne.' * Ser- 
borne ' he repeated. * What other place did 
you mention ? ' 

Ann repeated what she had already said 
about the Leeds and Brixome route to Spring- 
thorpe; and Miles noted the name of 'Brixome' 
also in his pocket-book. He turned then to go, 
and even Ann was so awed and moved by the 
supreme misery in his face, that she would 
have said something apologetic for herself, and 
hopeftd about Norah, had it promised to be qf 
the least use. Seeing too well that he would 
heed.it no more than the white marble pillar 
by which he stood, she remained silent. As he 
hurried away she followed him with his hat, 
which he took and put on mechanically, and 
then disappeared in the darkness. 

When he reached the station it was a 
quarter-past one, and the place seemed wholly 
deserted. It was some time before he could 
find even the solitary night porter supposed to 
be in charge, who, however, was cheering him- 



2i6 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

self with a chat with a signalman some distance 
down the line. When he did at last find him 
he could get no satisfactory information from 
him. There was no train by any route either 
to or from Serborne or Brixome before six and 
seven in the morning — no train, that is, timed 
to stop at Springthorpe. There was an express 
from the North due in Leeds at 3 a.m., which 
would pass through Springthorpe at 2.18 ; but 
w^hether Miles could get on that night from 
Leeds to Brixome the porter couldn't say till 
he had consulted the time-tables. After a long 
consultation of them, he found that there was 
a corresponding train to the express from Leeds 
to Brixome. But the difiiculty — the impossi- 
bility — of stopping the express at Springthorpe 
remained : the porter was of opinion that you 
might as easily stop the tide. In vain did Miles 
distractedly offer him bribe upon bribe. The 
porter was very sorry, but he daren't do it — ^not 
even if he had been station-master. At the men- 
tion of the station-master, Miles' hope revived. 
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' Could he be seen ? ' 

' He was in bed, and of course he could be 
knocked up ; but he'd reckon there wor a pitch 
in, and be 'rageous if there wor nowt.' 

And, in truth, the station-master was a very- 
irascible man ; but, like most irascible men, he 
was kind of heart. When Miles, with some 
difficulty and loss of time, had knocked him 
up and explained his business, he would have 
been simply furious but for the sight of Miles' 
haggard face. As it was, he was almost 
apologetic. He really daren't stop the express, 
as the stoppage would be booked and would 
have to be explained ; and such an explanation 
as he could offer would cost him, if not dis- 
missal, a very severe reprimand. Then Miles 
in his extremity absolutely explained his trouble. 
His daughter had been left behind at Serborne 
by a pleasure party with a gentleman who was 
not related to her — indeed, little more than a 
stranger. 

What this explanation cost Miles was so 
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painfully expressed in his face and voice and 
manner that the kind-hearted station-master 
wavered, and would certainly in another minute 
have yielded, if the express itself, thundering 
through the station, hadn't settled the question. 
Moved by the dejection in Miles' face the sta- 
tion-master then suggested the stoppage of a 
through goods' from the north, due to run 
through Springthorpe in forty minutes, viS 
Leeds and Brixome, to Finchfield, and, as it 
was not possible to get sooner to Brixome (not 
even by a special, which would have to be 
made up and sent from Leeds), Miles accepted 
the station-master's offer to have it stopped. 

' I cannot thank you now,' he said ; but 
there was a world of thanks in the words, not 
for the thing done so much as for the sympathy 
expressed in the doing of it. 

* I have a lass of my own, sir,' answered the 
station-master, as he turned away to give the 
signalman the order to stop the goods'. 

But the goods' was not stopped. Before it 
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was signalled from the next block, the corre- 
sponding down goods' train, containing Norah, 
Eeid, and Maurice, drew up at the platform 
opposite that where Miles was pacing up and 
down in impotent impatience. He took no 
heed of the incoming train, and had his back 
turned to Norah, when she cried out * Father ! ' 

He started and almost staggered under the 
shock of surprise. Turning round, he caught 
and strained her in his arms, and then sobbed 
like a child. The strain had been so terrible, 
the revulsion so sudden, that the strong man, 
whom two short hours had aged by many years, 
utterly broke down for a moment. Maurice 
turned away, and Eeid for the first time realised 
that he himself was not the most to be pitied 
in this business. Approaching Miles, when he 
had recovered himself, he began an explana- 
tion and apology, which Miles cut fiercely 
short : 

* My daughter saved your life at the risk of 
her own, and this is your return ! ' The fierce 
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ness of Miles' wrath may be measured by his 
stoopiDg to remind Eeid of an obligation. 

Maurice, who had turned away at the sight 
of Miles' emotion, and, perhaps, to hide from 
sight his own, now came up, too late to hear 
the few words which had passed between Eeid 
and Miles. 

' Maurice ! ' exclaimed Miles, amazed. 

' Didn't they tell you ? ' asked Maurice, who 
had again and again during the last two hours 
comforted himself with the thought that the 
Summers would inform Miles of his pursuit of 
Norah and Eeid. 

'No; who.^' 

' It doesn't matter,' cried Maurice scornfully, 
with unreasonable scorn ; for he forgot that the 
Summers could neither know his name nor be 
certain of his search. * You're not going back 
there to-night ? ' added Maurice. 

Miles addressed his reply to Eeid. 

' We shall send for our things in the morn- 
ing, Mr. Summers, if you'll be so good as to let 
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the messenger have them.' So saying, he turned 
abruptly on his heel and made with Norah and 
Maurice for the railway hotel. Keid, thinking 
all three outrageously unreasonable, strode off 
homewards without a word. 

' Where did you drop from, Maurice ? How 
did you find her ? ' 

' He saved my life, father ; saved me from 
being burned alive,' said Norah timidly. 

* What ! ' exclaimed Miles, stopping suddenly. 

* Pshaw! it's nothing,' replied Maurice, 
almost irritably. ' Let us get into the hotel, 
and I'U explain the little there is to explain.' 

They had some difiiculty in getting into the 
hotel at such an hour. However, at last they 
roused the landlord, and were fortunate enough 
to get a room for Norah and a double-bedded 
room for themselves. Norah, who could eat 
or drink nothing, was sent at once to bed, 
while Miles and Maurice sat up together for an 
hour before they retired. Maurice, as may be 
supposed, made very light of the affair of the 
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fire, though he was in great pain at the 
moment, and feared that, as they slept ii^ the 
same room, Miles must soon see how badly 
both his legs were burned. 

But it was the state of Norah's affections 
of which the two friends talked most ; and here 
Maurice, who was absolutely assured of her 
love for Eeid, could give Miles no comfort. On 
the other hand he was too loyal to Norah to 
say anything of the strong grounds he had for 
his assurance. 

* I cannot think it ; I cannot think she 
cares for him, Maurice.' Maurice remained 
discouragingly silent. 

* I don't Uke to ask her,' resumed Miles, as 
Maurice had made no answer. 

* No ; I shouldn't ask her,' rephed Maurice, 
promptly and very decidedly. ' It would only 
pain her whichever way it is. She will tell 
you of herself, if the fellow has proposed ; and, 
if he has not proposed, any reference to the 
matter would only torture her.' It will be 
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seen, and Miles saw, that Maurice in his advice 
took Norah's love for Reid for granted. Miles 
had now no doubt at all that Maurice had seen 
or heard something that evening, which he had 
a delicacy in mentioning, but which put beyond 
a doubt, to his mind, Norah's love for this 
fellow. Miles was wretched about it, but, on 
the whole, he thought Maurice's advice sound, 
and resolved to wait for a confession from 
Norah. But Norah, it will be remembered, 
had given Eeid a pledge that she would 
consider his proposal unspoken — or, in other 
words, would let no one know of it. There- 
fore Miles — not having the remotest idea of 
Maurice's love for Norah nor of Norah's for 
him — naturally set her mute misery next day 
down to hopeless love for Eeid Summers. 

The next day Norah was supremely 
wretched, with some reason. She was miable 
to see Maurice and come to an explanation; 
and she was unable from a cause which em- 
bittered the disappointment. Maurice's bums 
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were in such a state that the doctor wouldn't 
hear of his moving even from bed. Miles, in 
helping him the night before to undress, was 
so shocked by the sight of them, that nothing 
would prevent him going, even at that hour, 
in search of a doctor to dress them. It was as 
well he had, for the doctor pronounced that 
a night's delay in attending to them would 
have had the most serious consequences. As 
it was, they were in such a condition the next 
morning that the doctor insisted on a couple of 
days' absolute quietude. 

Thus it came about that Maurice's con- 
viction of Norah's love for Reid Summers — 
which he had communicated in fiill force to 
Miles — remained unshaken. If Norah had 
seen him before her departure for Ireland next 
day, she might have mustered the courage to 
ask an explanation of his estrangement ; but 
Maurice next day was a strict prisoner in the 
doctor's hands. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

THE lion's portrait OF THE MAN. 

Will much knowledge create thee a double belly ? — Antwer 
ef Imanm AH Zadi to Mr> Laya/rcPt attempt to mggett another 
motive for his lakown^ 

To found a great empire for the sole purpose of raising up a 
people of customers may at first sight appear a project fit only 
for a nation of shopkeepers. — Adam Smith. 

It must be allowed that both Miles and Maurice 
were hasty in their condemnation, unheard, of 
Eeid Summers ; but what they knew of the 
man and of the circumstances were against 
him. Besides, neither father nor rival was in 
a calm, judicial frame of mind at the moment. 
On hearing Norah's account next morning of 
the night's misadventures, Miles repented of 
this hastiness to the extent even of a desire to 
apologise for it. Having slept as little as 
Maurice — who was in too great pain to sleep — 
he had got up very early and had sent a mes- 
voL. n. q 



226 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN,' 
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senger with a note to the housekeeper at The 
Towers, enclosing fees for the servants, and 
asking her to be good enough to have his and 
Norah's things packed and sent back by the 
messenger. The things reached the hotel long 
before Norah was up, and it was not till nearly 
two hours after they had been sent that Miles 
heard from her the account of last night's mis- 
adventures, which made him regret his hasti- 
ness. If Norah had told him also of her 
rejection of Eeid, he would certainly have 
sought him out and apologised to him ; but, as 
she had said nothing of this, and as her father 
was under the impression that she loved Eeid, 
he thought an advance of this kind on his part 
would be liable to misconstruction by a family 
who had shown themselves already only too 
apt to misconstrue Norah. 

But meantime Norah was having tardy 
justice done her by the Summers family. 
When E-eid came down the next morning, his 
mother, for once, was glad of his transgression 
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of the rigid rule of punctuality at meals. She 
feared above everything a quarrel between him 
and his father, and she hoped to avert it by 
keeping them apart till she had brought Eeid 
to a reasonable frame of mind. She had heard, 
when she had got up that morning, from the 
housekeeper, that Mr. Wyndham had sent for 
his own and Miss Wyndham's things, and that 
they had stayed over-night at the railway hotel. 
And from this she gleaned good hope that Eeid 
had not proposed ; for, if Norah and her father 
had achieved this victory, would they not cer- 
tainly have returned in peace to The Towers ? 
Still, there was doubt enough about the matter 
to make her anxious to keep Beid and his 
father apart till she had ascertained how things 
stood. And this doubt was strengthened, 
strange to say, by Ann. Miles' demeanour 
last night had made such an impression upon 
her that she felt convinced he wouldn't listen 
to a word of self-defence from either Norah or 
Eeid. With a woman's willingness to exonerate 
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a man at the expense of one of her own s^, 
she now maintained that Miles was * out of the 
plot' altogether, which was of Norah*s sole 
hatching. The girl was so artful that she 
could lead her father blindfold, as she had led 
blindfold the man who had met them yesterday 
at the train, and as she was now leading blind- 
fold Eeid. In her husband's absence Mrs. 
Summers generally took her opinions from 
Ann; but this seeming suggestion that Miles 
might not be so overpowered with delight at 
securing Eeid for a son-in-law as to forgive 
everyone and everything, was too staggering 
for her acceptance. It seems, however, that 
Ann didn't mean anything so preposterous. 

'But if Eeid had proposed for her!' 
exclaimed Mrs. Summers, meaning that such 
an end would justify any means in Miles' 
eyes. 

' Mr. Wyndham would hear nothing of it 
last night. I never saw anyone in a state of 
such excitement ; and he would certainly listen 
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to nothing either Keid or she might attempt to 
say.' 

*But he has sent this morning for their 
things.' 

* He ordered them over-night to be sent for ; 
the messenger was here before seven, and long 
before they woiJd be up. I shall be very much 
surprised if they're not back here in this house 
for lunch — ^very much surprised.' 

*But your papa!' cried Mrs. Summers, 
aghast at this stormy prospect. 

* Papa will give way if Eeid won't ; and 
Eeid won't as long as that girl is near him. 
She knows this perfectly well ; and back she'll 
come to this house, you may depend, to stay till 
the day is fixed.' Ann spoke thus positively, 
because Eeid had assured her he would propose ; 
and the rest followed of course. Here, then, 
was a vista of vexation opened out to poor Mrs. 
Summers ! As she was blinking down it in 
helpless dismay, Eeid appeared. He wasn't in 
good temper with anything or anyone, not 
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with himself even. There was a sting of truth 
in what Miles had said last night of his ingrati- 
tude to Norah which, after his irritation with 
him and Maurice had subsided, remained to 
prick his conscience. 

* I think one of you two might have stayed 
behind for us yesterday,' he grumbled, address- 
ing Ann. 

* To protect you I * she sneered. ' Miss 
Wyndham would have been much obhged to 
us!' 

* I do hope we shall see no more of that 
bold, artful girl,' wailed Mrs. Summers, too full 
of the forebodings Ann had just suggested to 
contain herself. Eeid, who was in the act of 
ringing the beU for breakfast, turned sharply 
round. 

* It wouldn't be your fault if you <Kd, 
mother ; anything more insulting than the way 
you dogged her about the other night I never 
saw — except Ann's insolence to her.' Eeid was 
relieving his conscience of its load in the most 
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natural way in the world, by shifting as much 
as possible of it on to the shoulders of others. 
The sudden onslaught stunned Mrs. Summers, 
but exasperated Ann. 

* The " dogging " was all on the other side, 
I think,' she retorted. ' The girl dogged you 
over here, and dogged you here morning, noon, 
and night. She just hunted you down.' 

' You judge her by yourself, Ann. Miss 
Wyndham has refused me.' 

* Refused you ! ' exclaimed Mrs. Summers, 
breathless with amazement and relief. 

' And you needn't flatter yourself, Ann, that 
it was your doing,' continued Eeid ; ' for she 
gave me most distinctly to understand that she 
wouldn't under any circumstances have accepted 
me.' 

' It's the man who met us at the station ! * 
cried Carrie, whose mird — being all feathers, 
like a shuttlecock — ^was not easily knocked over. 
But Ann was dumbfounded. Among the con- 
fusion of thoughts in her mind one was given 
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to the injustice done to Norah. It irritated her 
the more against Norah, it is true, but still the 
thought was there. Whereas Mrs. Summers' thin 
slit of a soul could take in only Keid's narrow 
escape from a life's shipwreck — which, in her 
eyes, a quarrel with his father would involve. 

* I know it's the man at the station,' repeated 
Carrie ; ' and I must say, Keid, I admire her 
taste.' 

' I'm sure, mother,' continued Eeid, ignoring 
Carrie's impertinent existence altogether, * I'm 
sure, mother, you'll feel that it's only right for 
you to call at the hotel this morning to ask 
after her and make some indirect apology for 
the treatment she has received in this house.' 

But Mrs. Summers didn't feel this by any 
^leans. She was not at all sure yet that she was 
out of the wood ; for might not a night's cool 
reflection bring home to Norah the insanity of 
her rejection of Eeid ? Therefore, she remained 
silent with a silence which the expression of 
her face interpreted as certainly not consent. 
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* I must go myself, if you won't/ said Keid 
decidedly, so settling the matter ; for, if Norah 
repented — as she was sure to repent — of her 
madness, Eeid's visit would give her back all 
she had petulantly flung away. Mrs. Summers* 
mind was, usually, as impartial as a mirror ; 
vacuous in itself, but faithful in its reflection 
of the mind with which at the moment it 
was confronted; but not Eeid — ^not Ann — 
no, not her husband himself, could have con- 
vinced her that Norah meant this mad rejection 
seriously. 

' Of course I shall go, Eeid, if you wish 
it.' 

* And pray go by yourself, mother,* added 
Eeid, justly fearing that Ann would contrive to 
take all the grace out of the reparation by her 
spitefulness, and Carrie by her flippancy. But 
this was a hard condition to poor Mrs. Summers^ 
who daren't pay even an ordinary visit without 
someone to take the crushing burden of con- 
versation ofi*her shoulders. 
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* I think it would look better if Ann or 
Carrie accompanied me, Eeid/ she ventured 
timidly to suggest. 

'Ann would sour the whole thing, and 
Carrie would make a farce of it.' 

'I have not the least intention of going,' 
Ann snapped out. 

' But I have,' said Carrie, ' and I mean to go, 
whether mamma takes me or not. I want to 
hear all about the proposal and the refusal, and 
the romantic night ramble, and the man at the 
station. If I'd seen the man at the station 
before, I could have told you you hadn't a 
chance, Eeid.' Eeid went on with his breaks 
fast without paying the least attention to her, 
and Carrie, hritated by being thus scornfuUy 
ignored, added, with a nod to her mother : 
' You'll find me there when you call, mamma, 
and I can ride back with you.' As she hurried, 
as on a life-and-death mission, out of the room, 
Eeid said : 

' Mother, just see father, will you, and tQll 
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him that she means to make us all ridiculous, 
and the talk of the whole place.' 

Mrs. Summers went out as though on this 
commission, but really to terrify Carrie into 
obedience by the awful threat of such an appeal 
to Caesar ; and Carrie, seeing she was in piteous 
earnest, yielded with a bad grace. 

While, then, Miles was uneasy in the con- 
sciousness of owing Eeid some apology, which 
the fear of its being misconstrued prevented his 
making, Eeid, coming to his better self, felt 
some shame and remorse at the remembrance of 
his childish suUenness yesterday, and at the re- 
membrance also of the pathetic meeting of Miles 
and Norah, and of Miles' words of reproach. 
Nevertheless, it was characteristic of Eeid that 
he should shift the bulk of the blame and the 
whole of the apology on to other shoulders. 

And on such shoulders ! When poor Mrs. 
Summers set out on this mission, her one fear 
was lest she should say anything which by any 
possibility could be laid hold of by Miles or 
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Norah as an invitation to return to The Towers. 
She had even thought once desperately of 
simply asking after Mr. and Miss Wyndham at 
the hotel door, and sending in cards ; but this 
happy thought she gave up on the reflection 
that Eeid would probably think it necessary to 
supplement such a perfunctory performance by 
a visit from himself. No ; she must go in ; but 
she needn't say much or stay long. 

When she did go in she found only Miles — 
much to her reUef. Norah was so worn out 
with weariness and wretchedness that she would 
hardly have appeai'ed if her dearest friend had 
called ; and Miles, besides, had made her return 
to bed, in preparation for the fatigue of the 
long journey before her. 

Mrs. Summers, on taking her seat, proceeded 
to speak earnestly of the weather, as though the 
visit was the most ordinary one in the world. 

It was a fine day, but warm ; not so warm 
as yesterday ; yesterday was very warm ; they 
had had a long drought ; a very long drought ; 
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their garden was quite burned up. Here she 
got to the end of her resources, and there was a 
dead pause, which Miles didn't attempt to fill. 
He saw she was trying to deliver herself of some- 
thing, and as he had no idea of what it might 
be, he knew that to start the wrong subject 
would be to keep her and himself still longer on 
the tenter-hooks. Meanwhile, Mrs. Summers 
was trying to think of something to say which 
would be civil, but not too civil. Before aU 
things, she must avoid giving them the least 
encouragement to return to The Towers. 
Finally she began, speaking with the solemnity 
of an adjuration, 

* Mr. Wyndham, I called to — to ask after— 
to ask if Miss Wyndham has recovered the 
fatigue of yesterday.' 

As this momentous question had already 
been answered by Miles when apologising for 
Norah's non-appearance, he waited for some- 
thing more ; but there was nothing. Mrs. 
Summers rose immediately in the fear that, if 
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she stayed longer, she might commit herself, and 
with a sense that she had shown extraordinary 
diplomatic tact in the discharge of her delicate 
mission. On Miles, however, she left the im- 
pression that she had got something half-driven 
into her head on starting which had been jolted 
out during the drive. When Norah asked him, 
*What brought her, father?' he could only 
answer, * Faith, my dear, I know no more than 
herself. I believe they sent something by her, 
but when she opened the basket there was 
nothing but straw in it.' Poor Miles had in his 
heart a sickening feeling that Norah had the 
deepest interest in this question and its answer. 
Why else should she be so supremely wretched ? 
She loved this man hopelessly, and such hope- 
less love might wreck her life. The only thing 
to be done was to take her at once away, in the 
hope that change of scene and length of time 
would wear out a passion which, after all, was 
probably too suddenly conceived to be long- 
lived. Of its existence he had so little doubt 
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HOW, at sight of Norah's misery, that he could 
not bear to speak on the subject to Maurice as 
he had spoken when the thing was still uncertain. 
Nor, as may be imagined, was Maurice inclined 
to speak about it. Therefore, as Miles sat by 
his bed, the two friends talked of everything but 
that which was nearest their hearts. 

Maurice made Miles' description of the 
Summers' household the text for one of his 
fierce diatribes against the English — their dul- 
ness and egotism ; their self-complacency, whe- 
ther smug or pompous, always impregnable, 
and always offensive ; their insensibility to the 
feehngs of others ; their incapacity to enter into 
others' ideas ; their Pecksniffian pose before the 
world as the model of all the virtues ; their 
Tartuffian preaching to all the world principles 
which they are the first themselves to transgress 
on the very slightest temptation or provocation ; 
their gross animalism and their sordid mate- 
rialism. He painted England as a big, blind, 
gorbellied giantess, trampling down in insolent 
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scorn — ^but as much through stupidity as through 
brutality — ^peoples who were spiritually as su- 
perior to her as they were physically her in- 
ferior ; trampling down everything that was not 
good to eat, or that stood between her and 
something good to eat — seeing no beauty in 
any flower that had not a pignut or potato for 
its root, and hearing in the lark's song only a 
suggestion of its juiciness in a pie. 

In vain did Miles urge that English thick- 
ness of skull and skin was caricatured in the 
Summers' family ; Maurice, whose hatred of 
the race was whetted, not only by the insolent 
treatment he had received at the hands of the 
Castle officials, but also, we must confess frankly, 
by the supposed success of his English rival — 
Maurice, we say, contended with vehemence 
that the English people were the most odious 
race at present on the planet. This odiousness, 
he cried, was not a matter of opinion, but a 
matter of fact. Ask any impartial people — 
not merely a rival race, or a subject race — ^but 



THE LION'S PORTRAIT OF THE MAN. 241 

any impartial people, which was the most odious 
nation in the world ? Each would (to reverse 
the ballot about Themistocles) put its own im- 
mediate enemy first, but all would, beyond a 

doubt, put England second. 

« 

Thus Maurice, irritable with suffering of all 
kinds, of mind, and heart, and body ; from bis 
bums, from the pangs of despised love, and 
from the insolence of office — of the Castle. 

We give his ravings without fear of offence 
to our readers ; because no Englishman worthy 
of the name could conceive that such things 
should be said sincerely of his race by anyone 
outside Bedlam, or, rather, outside Broadmoor. 
Any true Englishman will pity if he does not 
despise — with that good temper which comes 
of one's withers being unwrung — ^a man whose 
hatred makes him see everything (as in the 
looking-glass land) absolutely reversed. But 
when the lion takes to painting the man, the 
savage ferocity of the brute breaks out, and the 
revenge of centuries of the arrow, spear, and 

YOL. II. R 
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bullet guides the brush. The man, on the other 
hand conscious of being the most supremely 
perfect creature that has ever appeared — ^at 
least on this planet — can afford to look at the 
figure of a Yahoo presented to him as his por- 
trait, with a pitying smile— not without 'wonder 
why the Hon should hate him so. Let anyone 
go to the Zoological Gardens and judge between 
him and this brute, whose hatred is so diabohcal. 
There they win see lions, which he might have 
shot as he used to shoot them, mercifully caged ! 
But the devilish ferocity of this creature is not 
to be exorcised by kindness upon kindness. 
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CHAPTER XXIX, 

HOME. 

Oh pttrbllnd race of miserable men 1 

How many among us at this very hoar 

Do forge a life-long trouble for ourselves. 

By taking true for false, or false for true 7 — Emd, 

Miles, notwithstanding his eagerness to get 
Norah away at once from Springthorpe, would 
have stayed there tiU Maurice was fit to return 
with them, had the latter allowed him. But 
Maurice wouldn't hear of their remaining. He, 
too, hoped, though with a far fainter hope than , 
Miles', that time and absence might wear out 
the worthless image of this Keid Summers from 
her heart. Apart, however, from this selfish 
hope, Maurice felt, with Miles, that Norah's 
health demanded her removal from a place 
where her trouble would be kept green. We 
will not say that he was quite unbiassed by a 

B 2l 
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fear in tke background of his mind that Eeid 
Summers, on seeing Norah, or heaa^ing that she 
was still in the town, might not yet sacrifice his 
fortune and the favour of his father and family 
to his love for her. For we need hardly say 
that both Miles and Maurice were as convinced 
of Eeid's love for Norah as of Norah's love for 
Eeid; and that they set down his hesitation 
about proposing to his dread of forfeiting 
thereby his father's favour and his future 
prospects. 

It was arranged, therefore, that Miles and 
Norah should leave Maurice behind, and they 
started by the train they had originally arranged 
to take. Miles in his impulsive generosity must 
needs purchase to present to the station-master 
a gold ring in acknowledgment of his sympathy 
last night. For Miles, though very generous, 
was very grateful (two characteristics seldom 
correlated), and the man's kindness made upon 
him a deep impression at an impressionable 
moment. 
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' If the station-master had been a Frenchman 
or an Italian, he would have understood this 
Quixotic gift; but, being an Englishman, ancj 
moreover a Yorkshireman, he simply thought 
Miles * a bit soft.' He couldn't imagine a 
piece of * portable property' of that Value 
being given in acknowledgment of anything 
so intangible as sympathy. At first he was 
under the firm impression that Miles wanted 
something more from him ; and when at . last 
he had to let this idea go, he came to the only 
other possible conclusion, that ' the gentleman 
was a bit soft.' And no doubt, firom a 
Yorkshire point of view, Miles ' was a bit soft ' 
where money was concerned. We are not 
sure that the station-master wouldn't have had 
a higher opinion of Miles — taken all round— 
if, on his hurrying at once, as he did to a 
jeweller's to have the ring tested and valued/ 
he had been told it was gilt. He would 
certainly, however, in that case, have had a 
higher opinion of Miles' mental powers. 
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Poor Miles deserved some credit for thinking 
of the station-master at all, with Norahs white 
and mute misery ever before his eye, or his 
mind's eye. If she had been physically strong 
she might have borne better, and would 
certainly have been better able to hide, her 
wretchedness at Maurice's estrangement ; but 
last night's exhaustion, anxiety, and terror had 
thrown her back into the state of prostration 
in which she had left home, so that any effort 
to stifle her trouble was quite beyond her. 
If Miles had decided to stay at Springthorpe 
till the doctor pronounced Maurice fit for 
travel, she would have been able to struggle 
from under this leaden depression ; but, when 
she timidly suggested this to her father, he 
replied with such significant sympathy in his 
tone, * I think, Norah dear, we had better not 
wait,' that she blushed up to the very roots of 
lier hair. She fancied that her father, from 
his tone, knew at once of her love for Maurice 
and of its hopelessness; while her father. 
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thinking her in hopeless love with Eeid, took 
her confusion for confirmation of his fear. 

^ Then let us go home, father,' she said 
presently. 

* Home I my dear, you're not fit to return 
home yet. I thought of stopping at Bray for 
a month, to see what sea air would do for 

you.' 

' I'd rather go home, father ; and I should 
get better at home ; I should, indeed,* with a 
plaintive and irresistible earnestness. 

This home-sickness was love-sickness, as her 
sole chance of seeing Maurice before his 
departure for America was to be in the 
neighbourhood of his home for the next week 
or two. 

'Of course we shall go home at once, 
if you prefer it, dear.' 

' Without having to stop at Aunt Winny's ? ' 
she asked ; for, since she had heard of Aunt 
Winny's discovery that the mysterious telegram 
referred to Maurice, she dreaded doubly a 
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sojourn, however short, in her house. H6r 
aunt would certainly, during the entire time of 
their stay, rack her with questions about her 
relations to Maurice. 

'We shall have to brieak the journey 
somewhere, dear; but your aunt is such d 
Banshee, that I don't think either of us is 
equal to another night of her. We might 
stay at Bray just for two or three days.' 

' But why couldn't we go straight through 
Dublin home, father ? ' 

' My dear, you couldn't stand it,' he replied, 
shaking his head. * There would be nothing 
left of you but your eyes when we got to 
Clonard.' 

And, indeed, as it was, her eyes, hke stars 
at sunset, seemed to grow larger as the colour 
faded from her cheek. 

But Norah was bent upon losing no time in 
Bray, or elsewhere, en route. From what her 
father had said to soothe her anxiety about 
Maurice, she imagined that he might possibly 
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be able to undertake the journey to-morrow. 
Hence she was urgent to go straight through 
Dublin home. 

* Oh, but there's nothing so fatiguing as the 
fuss of an hotel ; and the stopping, starting, 
packing, and unpackiiig. I had a great deal 
rather go straight home, father/ 

*Well, my dear, we'll see what you say 
when you get to Kingstown ; if you still think 
you can do it, and still wish to do it, why it 
must be done ; that's all.' 

'You'd try to fetch the moon for me, if 
I cried for it, father,' she said, fondly smoothing 
his hair off his forehead, to kiss it with a 
clinging kiss. 

' I think, my dear, I'd first try to persuade 
you that it wasn't worth crying for. The 
moon looks pretty enough in the distance, ' 
but you'd find it a dead desert if you got to 
it.' 

This parable about Eeid Summers, spoken 
so significantly, was (in default of any possible 



250 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

particular application) interpreted generally 
by Norah in the sense of the lines : 

We, ignorant of ourselves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit 
By losing of our prayers. 

Thus Norah carried her point that they 
should go straight home without drawing 
breath or bridle en route, and at seven o'clock 
the next evening they drove up to Clonard. 
For the last part of the journey Miles' anxiety 
about Norah's health was thrust a little aside 
by a pressing anxiety about . her mother's 
reception of her. He had written three 
times to Mrs. Wyndham, once from Dublin 
and twice from Springthorpe, without receiv- 
ing an answer ; and he had, while at The 
Towers, a horrible misgiving that she might 
uppear there in person as the only adequate 
answer to such rebellious epistles. Norah also 
had enclosed mollifying letters in each of her 
father's, with apparently no emollient result 
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— no result whatever, as far as the post was 
concerned. Miles, however, had heard of, if 
not from, Mrs. Wyndham, through Father 
Mac, who reported her return from Castle 
Barry on the day of Miles' departure for 
England — last Friday ; but, as the good Father 
was in the black books of this staunch 
Protestant, he could chronicle nothing more 
about her than her return home. 

Therefore, the reception in store for them 
was left to imaginations made melancholy by so 
many disquietudes. 

* I'm afraid your mother will be a bit out of 
temper for the march we stole upon her, Norah, 
as she'll have no idea how ill you were ; but 
you mustn't niind a rough word or two, dear,- 
said Miles soothingly, as they drove from the 
railway-station. 

' No, father,' she answered with an effort ; 
for she was so utterly worn out that to speak at 
all was an effort. 

* My poor child I ' he said, with infinite ten-» 
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derness in his tone, as he noted her complete 
prostration. * I should go straight to bed, dear^ 
and I'll bring you up a cup of tea and some- 
thing/ 

' Yes, father/ 

As it was an evident effort to her to make even 
these answers, Miles spoke to her for the rest of 
the drive only through soothing caresses. His 
heart was wrung for her as he began to fear 
(being himself worn out and dispirited) that 
she would never get over this disappointment in 
love. That she should have no one to whom 
she could speak about it, or who could speak 
about it to her, seemed not the least of her 
wretchedness in his eyes. As for her mother, 
she had never cared for Norah ; and, even if 
she had, her hands were not made for handling 
such an exquisite hurt of the heart as that from 
which the girl was suffering. Therefore, so far 
from confiding it to her mother, Norah must do 
all she can to hide it from her, under pain of 
having the w6unds torn roughly open, and 
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their * dumb mouths ' made to tell the very 
servants their story. 

It was no wonder then that Miles dreaded 
their welcome home ; or that he pressed 
Norah's hand reassuringly in his as they drove 
up to the house. 

'Welcome home, sur. Welcome home. 
Miss Norah. Whisha, Miss, what's come to ye 
at all, at all ? ' making four or five times over the 
sucking noise produced by the tongue against 
the roof of the mouth — an Irish expression of 
amazement or horror. ' Shure it's shlippin' out 
of yere body ye are entirely ! ' 

* She's a bit done up with the joiuney, 
Nancy. We've had twenty-four hours of it. 
Well ; and how's everything going pn ? ' — asi 
though he had been away for twelve months 
instead of ten days ; and, indeed, so much had 
happened in the interval that he felt as if he 
had been a long time away, and expected all 
kinds of events and changes to have taken 
place in his absence. 



a54 ^THE WEARING OF THE GREEN} 

* Indeed thin, sur, there's nothin' been goin' 
on at all/ (' Barrin' the missus,' she added 
aside to Norah. ' She's been Jit to he tied. Miss,') 

Norah didn't think her spirits could have 
sunk lower than they were, but they did at 
this confidential announcement, made so im- 
pressively as to double its significance. Nancy's 
face in making it was enough to suggest its pur* 
port to Miles, especially as it reflected the fear 
which was uppermost in his mind. Well, there 
was no help for it ; so he asked as manfully as 
he could : 

' And where's the missus, Nancy ? ' 

* She's gone back to Cashtle Barry, sur* 
She's tuk the candleshtics this time, Miss,' aside 
to Norah. 

* The candleshtics ' were massive candelabra, 
which came fix)m Castle Barry — ^the only for- 
tune Miss Bridget Barry brought to Miles — ^and 
returned to it only on those occasions when 
Mrs. Wyndham left her husband's house ' never 
to set foot inaide it again, never ! ' 
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We have to confess that both husband and 
daughter were infinitely relieved by this intel- 
ligence ; and that Miles — ^mot having overheard 
Nancy's aside to Norah — ^went at once to the 
pantry to seek the candelabra. 

' Gone I ' he said, with a long-drawn sigh of 
relief. 

In extenuation of this relief felt by husband 
and daughter, we must explain that, in the first 
place, Mrs. Wyndham's return in due course 
(with the candelabra) was certain ; and, in the 
second place, it was no less certain that she 
would return comparatively subdued. A 
quarrel with her own people was only a ques- 
tion of time — ^generally of a short time— and it 
sent her home so chastened for the first few 
days of her return, that — 

Of her parti as meke as is a mayde. 
She for that space no villainy ne said. 

When she took with her the candelabra, she, 
so to speak, burned her boats and cut down her 
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bridges by symbol ; and it, therefore, needed 
then a quarrel of dynamite explosiveness to 
send her home ; but such a quarrel was of cer- 
tain occurrence sooner or later, and the carry^ 
ing off of the candelabra promised only a 
longer absence than usual. 

It must be confessed that Miles in his secret 
heart would have preferred to part with any- 
thing rather than these candelabra, and was 
quite sincere in the loud protestations he was 
wont to make to Mrs. Wyndham of the value 
he set upon them. But there was a slight mis- 
understanding on his wife's part of the grounds 
of this appreciation. She, imagining that it was 
their beauty, massiness, and intrinsic wortV 
that made the candelabra precious in his sight, 
considered her carrying them off her ' swashing 
blow ' of vengeance ; whereas it was this very 
abductiou that gave them their value in the 
eyes of her artful husband. For she did not 
so much carry theni off as they carried her off. 
She wouldn't have left. Egypt at all if she 
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couldn't have so spoiled the Egyptians. There- 
fore * the candleshtics ' were as dear and sacred 
to Miles as are similar symbols to a ritualist. 

* They're gone, sure enough,' he repeated to 
himself complacently. 'The poor child will 
have got up her strength a bit before she comes 
back.' 

But, if Mrs. Wyndham was away, where 
was Father Mac ? For, by a kind of Box and 
Cox arrangement, the one generally appeared 
on the disappearance of the other ; and the 
good Father was quite certain to have been 
there to welcome them if something serious 
hadn't occurred to prevent him. Miles was so 
sure of this that on his return to the hall he 
asked Nancy, as a matter of course : 

' Where's Father Mac ? ' 

' His rivirince had hardly set fut inside the 
doore, sur, whin they sint for him to admi- 
nishter the rites to ould Biddy MoUoy. She 
manes it this time, miss, an' has been makin' 
her sowl all the week, the crathur ! ' 

VOL. II. s 
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* But he's coming back ? ' 

' He said he'd be back before ye come, sur ; 
but ye know what ould Biddy is.' For old 
Biddy was a tedious old soul, not to be saved 
without fuss. 

' I think we'd better not wait, dear, as 
you're so done up. How soon will dinner be 
ready, Nancy ? ' 

* I couldn't eat anything, father ; I think 
I'll go to bed, if you'll explain to Father Mac 
that I'm tired.' 

* Well, dear, perhaps you had better. But 
you'll let me bring you a cup of tea and some- 
thing?' 

* Yes, I should like a cup of tea ; but I 
couldn't touch anything to eat.' 

After Miles had helped her tenderly upstairs 
and returned, Nancy, having run down in the 
meanwhile to give Biddy instructions as to 
waiting dinner for Father Mac and preparing tea 
for Norah, hurried up to help Norah to undress. 
She just worshipped Norah with a worship of 
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which only an Irish or a Highland servant is 
capable, and the sight of her wan, worn, 
wretched face wrung her heart. 

* Ah, thin, Miss Norah, what have they been 
doin' to ye at all, at all ? ' 

^ I'm only tired, Nancy,' said Norah, sitting 
wearily down. 

Nancy looked at her for some seconds with 
a mingled look of perplexity and distress, and 
then sat suddenly down herself, threw her apron 
over her head, and began to cry quietly behind 
that veil. Now tears, when one's utterly worn 
down, are irresistibly infectious ; and Norah was 
too weak to restrain hers, even while scolding 
Nancy for such weakness. 

* Don't be a goose, Nancy ; I shall be all 
right to-morrow.' 

* Either bad luck to the day he ever set fut 
in this house ! ' sobbed Nancy. 

* Who ? — Mr. Summers ? He's nothing 
in the world to do with it,' cried Norah, so 

8 2 
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decisively that Nancy threw off her apron from 
her face to take a good look at her. 

'Then Misther Maurice doesn't think so,' 
said Nancy, with the freedom of long service 
and loving devotion. Of course Norah coloured 
crimson, and Nancy continued, * When I tould 
him ye'd gone to stay wid him in England, he 
was off like the crack of a gun, as if he'd taken 
lave of his sinses,' 

' When ? ' 

' Afther ye'd gone to Dublin. Ah ! Miss 
Norah, there isn't wan in all England fit to 
hould a candle to Misther Maurice, an' he 
worships the very ground ye walk on ; he does 
so.' 

* What nonsense, Nancy I ' cried Norah, 
* we've always been like brother and sister 
together ; that's all.' 

'Then he's tired of that, miss, and would 
like to be playin' at somethin' else wid ye now. 
Yerra, Miss Norah, do ye think I don't know 
the differ betune a brother and a shweetheart ? ' 
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' You don't know anything at all about it, 
you silly girl,' cried Norah, more cheered by 
Nancy's news and by her assured interpretation 
of it than she would have cared to confess even 
to herself. 

* 'Deed thin, miss, I don't think I know as 
much about it as you do,' retorted Nancy 
archly, drying her eyes, and laughing in her 
relief to find Norah faithful to Maurice ; for 
she had now no doubt of this. * Sorra a shweet- 
heart I have in the wiurruld.' 

' You're just as well without one, Nancy,' 
said Norah, in jesting earnest. 

' They're a dale more throuble nor they're 
worth, miss, I'm thinkin'; but we're onaisy tiJl 
we get 'em, and never aisy afther. But shure 
it's in bed ye ought to be by this, miss, an' me 
chatterin' of what " I don't know anything at 
all about." But I was in dhread it was the 
other wan. Miss Norah, and that's the truth.' 

' Well, it isn't the other one, or anyone or 
anything; but I'm just tired out, Nancy. I 
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was done up before I started with fatigue and 
fright/ 

* Fright, miss ? ' 

* I was near being burned alive, Nancy/ 

' Holy Mother ! ' exclaimed Nancy, crossing 
herself. 

* There, I'll tell you all about it when I get 
into bed/ 

It will be seen that Norah laid a regular 
trap for Nancy's curiosity to tumble into, with 
a motive which anyone who is, or has been, in 
love, will understand — a longing desire to talk 
of Maiuice, and tell her hero's heroism even to 
Nancy. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 

FATHER MAC FINDS THE SCENT. 

It was a system of wise and deliberate contriyance, as well 
fitted for the oppression and degradation of a people and the 
debasement in them of human nature itself, as ever proceeded 
from the perverted ingenuity of man. — Edmund Bubke. 

For the oppression has gone far farther than into the economics 
of Ireland ; inwards to her very heart and soul. The Irish national 
character is degraded, disordered. — Thomas Cablylb. 

Since time began a system more atrocious was never devised 
to crush the human conscience. — Lord O'Hagan (JLord Chan' 
cellar of Ireland). 

NoRAH was very far from thinking what she 
said — that Nancy ' didn't know anything at all 
about it.' On the contrary, she felt that Nancy 
was a very shrewd person — all the shrewder, 
she thought, because of her persuasion of 
Maurice's love and jealousy. Before she slept 
that night she got out of the girl — what helped 
her to a sounder sleep than she otherwise 
would have had — a detailed description of 
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Maurice's frenzied reception of the news that 
she had gone on a visit to the Summers. That 
abrupt interview on the doorsteps lost nothing, 
you may be sure, in Nancy's description; for 
the girl, for her life, couldn't have helped 
exaggerating in any case — least of all in a 
case where exaggeration gave Norah such 
pleasure. 

' " She's gone," says I. 

'"Where?" says he, grippin' me by the 
arrum till I shcreamed, I did. More be token 
it was as black as my shoe the nexht day. 
" Aisy, Misther Maurice," says I ; " aisy, an' I'll 
tell ye all." 

' " Where? " says he agin, shakin' me like a 
dog wid a rat. 

' '* To the English gentleman's," says I. 

' " To the " says he. You know who, 

miss. 

' " Lord save us ! " says I ; but before I 
could crass myself, he was half-way down the 
avenue hke a madman. " You've done it now. 
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Miss Norah," says I to myself; "an' him the 
han'somest man in Munster, an' more thought 
on nor a juke, an' always foUowin' you about 
like yoiu- shadow." ' 

' That is, as long as the sun shines, Nancy,' 
retorted Norah, affecting to make light of 
Nancy's momentous newe. 

' Ah, shure it's all shadow in the dark, miss,' 
replied Nancy readily ; ' an' sorra a bit of the 
butterfly there is about Misther Maurice's love, 
Miss Norah, to come out only when the sun's 
shinin'. Things looked black enough agin' him 
when he walked through the fire to save ye for 
some wan else, as he thought ; and thinks still, 
I'll be bound,' looking keenly at Norah. Only 
the continuance of a misunderstanding between 
the two could account in Nancy's shrewd judg- 
ment for Norah 's evident wretchedness. But at 
this moment Miles knocked and entered with 
the tea. 

' You may bring up dinner, Nancy, as Father 
Mac is not likely to come now/ And, indeed, 
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Father Mac, being otherwise and gravely 
engaged, didn't turn up that night. 

Nancy's florid version of Maurice's reception 
of the news of Norah's English visit — even 
when due discount had been taken ofi* it — was 
very comforting to Norah, and helped her, as 
we have said, to a sound sleep. It was the first 
thing in her thoughts the next morning when 
she woke ; and, when she came down, very late, 
to breakfast, it so lit up her pale face that Miles 
was amazed and delighted by the change. 

* My dear child ! you don't look the same 
little woman.' 

* And I don't feel the same either, father; 
and I'm dreadfully hungry to begin with, and 
I'm going to talk all day to make up for yester- 
day. Was there ever anyone so stupid yester- 
day as I? But it was the English air. I 
believe if I had stayed another week in England 
I should have got to guessing at jokes as if they 
were riddles and to talking of dinner all day.' 
Her abuse of England was even more cheering 
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to Miles than her cheerful spirits. Was it 
possible that he and Maurice had altogether 
mistaken her feehngs towards Eeid Summers ? 

' You didn't strike oil, as the Yankees say, 
in the Summers' family; and it isn't a fair 
average specimen of an English household, my 
dear. But they're not a very bright or amiable 
or ethereal people, I admit, take them all 
round.' 

' I couldn't help thinking last night, father, 
that Nancy was a great deal more of a lady in 
taste and tact, and in understanding and con- 
sidering your feelings, than those people.' 

How much Norah's estimate of Nancy's 
taste and tact, &c., was affected by Nancy's 
news about Maurice we shall not pause to con- 
sider. 

* You should have got among the upper 
ten, my dear ; you'd have found some among 
them, I dare venture to say, who could com- 
pare even with Nancy in sensitiveness about 
your feelings,' replied Miles, smiling. 
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* No, biit really, father, without joking, I do 
think the poorest woman in Cahirbeg is more 
of a lady at heart than those people.' 

'She will put herself in your place and 
imagine what will please you, and will wish to 
please you, if you mean that. But English 
people can never put themselves in anyone 
else's place — I mean mentally, my dear,' he 
corrected himself with a laugh, leaving Norah 
to infer that physically they were quite capable 
of taking other people's places. *But, on the 
other hand, your Cahirbeg lady carries her 
complaisance a little too far, and permits her- 
self an unladylike allowance of lies in her 
eagerness to please you.' 

' Do the English poor never tell lies ? ' 

' Not to please you ; not as luxuries. If 
they have anything to gain by it they will, as 
Mill says, lie as readily as any people under the 
sun. But they don't throw hes away, my dear, 
as your Cahirbeg lady will. They save them to 
buy something with.' 
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' You mean, father, that they're too stupid 
and too selfish either to know what will please 
you or to care to please you.' 

'Judged by that complimentary standard, 
my dear, your Cahirbeg lady is generosity and 
cleverness itself. She will invent and lavish on 
you for nothing as many lies as would make 
the fortune of an English shopkeeper. But 
lying among people of all countries is more 
a question of imagination than of morality. 
Much of the Teutonic truthfulness you hear 
about is just stolid stupidity. The English or 
German manufacturer, merchant, shopkeeper, 
or artisan lies as unscrupulously in the way 
of business as a Frenchman or an Irishman, 
but he doesn't tell florid complimentary lies ; 
because, as you say, my dear, he has neither 
the imagination nor the temptation to invent 
them. But, to be perfectly fair, Norah, I must 
admit that something else besides imaginative- 
ness and amiability makes the Irish untruthful 
— and that is slavery. All slaves are liars, and 
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the Irish for centuries have been sheer bond- 
slaves.' 

This was a subject that touched Norah's 
heart to the core. There's no more heart- 
sickening reading than Irish history — the 
record of the brutalisation of a brave, bright, 
genial, chivalrous people by the stupid ferocity 
of their conquerors — and Norah knew Irish 
history by heart. When, therefore. Miles 
alluded to it, she sat with her untasted break- 
fast before her, forgetting for the moment even 
Maurice. At last she said : * I think I 
understand it all better now, father, than I 
did.' 

* All what, dear ? ' 

* Our history. I understand it better since 
I've been to England.' 

^ Miss Summers has cast a lurid light upon 
it ? ' said Miles, smiling. 

* All of them,' she replied impatiently. 

*It isn't an appetising subject, I see, my 
dear, and I shall not hear or speak another 
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word upon it until you make that good break- 
fast you promised me to make.' 

Miles' doubt of Norah's love for Eeid 
Summers was so confirmed by this conversation 
that he was in the highest possible spirits 
about that matter. But it's true, above all, of 
anxieties, that 

Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise. 

A man says, ' If I had only this bother oS my 
mind, I shouldn't have an anxiety in the 
world ; ' but the removal of that trouble only 
discloses another behind it which was but hid 
by it. No sooner, for example, was Miles' 
anxiety about the state of Norah's ajflfections 
shoved somewhat aside, than the trouble which 
drove them from home took its place. To 
humour her he had consented to return 
straight home, instead of staying, as he had 
intended, for a few weeks at Bray ; but home 
at present was the worst place for the re- 
establishment of her health through the tran- 
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quillisation of her nerves. It is true Father 
Mac in one of his letters had mentioned that it 
was now known universally throughout the 
country that the late visitor at Clonard was not 
the emissary from the Castle for whom he had 
been taken. Still, even if Norah's peril was 
thus lessened, her unnerving fear of the danger 
remained. She would be haunted by it when- 
ever or wherever she ventured from the house ; 
and such a haunting horror would tell seriously 
upon nerves which were very far from having 
recovered their tone. 

Upon these troubled meditations Father 
Mac broke in, and greeted both affectionately. 

* You've taken to English hours, Norah.' 

' To everything English, Mac ; you should 
have heard her praise of them a minute ago. 
But what became of you last night ? ' 

Father Mac, looking down critically and 
sympathetically at Norah, didn't heed the ques- 
tion. 

' She doesn't look much the better,' he said. 
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* Of being nearly burned alive ? Well, no ; 
it hasn't done her nerves as much good as you'd 
expect.' 

Miles spoke thus in the fear that Mac might 
suspect another cause at work in retarding 
Norah's recovery, and that this suspicion might 
react upon what remained of his own. For 
the very shrewdest of us will sometimes in this 
way play hide-and-seek with ourselves. 

'It ought to have been a sound homoeo- 
pathic remedy, though,' replied Father Mac. 
' Poor child ! she's had her share of troubles 
for one fortnight.' 

*But why didn't you turn up last night, 
Mac?' 

* I was sent for to old Biddy Molloy — ^poor 
old soul — ^he's gone at last : " Numa quo 
devenit et Ancus." ' 

'I'm sorry for Numa and Ancus,' Miles 
replied drily. 

Perhaps it's worth remarking that Father 
Mac, who sat rather loosely to his creed and 
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seemed sometimes to regard it as little more 
than a good working hypothesis, was much 
given to quoting heathen authorities k propos 
of the mysteries of death, immortahty, &c. We 
have remarked in the Broad Church clergy of 
our own communion the same tendency to 
quote heathen divines : whether as a fortifica- 
tion of a failing faith, or as a safety valve of a 
suppressed scepticism, we cannot say. Another 
thing we have remarked of our own clergy is 
applicable also to Father Mac — that his prac- 
tical goodness was in inverse proportion to his 
doctrinal zeal. 

' But you might have come after you had 
ferried poor Biddy across to Numa and Ancus, 
Mac,' added Miles. 

'I was coming straight back, but another 
business turned up to detain me, till it was too 
late to think of keeping you up longer after 
such a journey. By the way, I want your 
advice about it, Miles, if you'll give it to me 
while Norah is finishing her breakfast.* 
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For this purpose they adjourned to the 
study, or smoking-room rather, where Miles 
hea^-d Father Mac's account of this other 
business with the deepest interest, as bearing 
upon the subject of his late misgivings. 

It seems that when Father Mac, having 
viseed old Biddy's passport, was hastening 
back to Clonard, he met the two men he had 
long suspected of the murder of the informer 
Claughessy, and of the ferocious intimidation of 
Norah. In the dimness they seemed to him 
armed, and he resolved therefore to follow and 
foil them if they meditated mischief. To his 
surprise, however, they took the next turn to 
the village, as though they had either nothing 
of the kind on hand or had already got done 
with it. Then another idea occurred to Father 
Mac which induced him still to follow, and to 
overtake them only when they had got opposite 
his house. * Good evening ! ' he said, accosting 
them. * You're just the men I wanted to see. 
Pray step in for a moment.' 

T 2 
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Now the men, though strangers to the dis- 
trict, never for a moment thought of disobeying 
a priest — least of all a priest of Father Mac's 
reputation. 

' Good evening to yere rivirince. Is it into 
the house, yere rivirince ? We will, yere rivi- 
rince.' 

' No, no ; don't trouble to scrape your feet,' 
said Father Mac, hurrying them straight, not 
into the kitchen, or into his study or dining- 
room, but into the drawing-room — ^that sacred 
chamber, consecrated to the Bishop, Norah, and 
Miles I Now, as the day had been exceedingly 
wet, the roads, and therefore the men's brogues, 
were ankle-deep in mud, of which Indian-proof 
impressions were taken off by the cahco cover- 
ing, whereby the careful housekeeper kept the 
carpet from wear and tear and sunstroke. 

* Margaret, bring a candle.' 

Margaret nearly dropped the candle she 
brought on seeing such visitors in the chamber 
of state. 
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At a glance Father Mac saw they were un- 
armed to all appearance except with sticks. He 
raised his eyes then to the men's faces and took 
well in the sinister features of each, while he 
stood disconcerted, shambling, and abject before 
him. 

' What's your name ? ' he demanded sharply 
of the man nearest the door. 

* Malachi Burke, yere rivirince.' 

* Malachi Burke — and yours ? ' 

' Shamus Brennan, yere rivirince.' 
'Shamus Brennan,' entering each name 
ostentatiously in his pocket-book. Then he 
asked, got, and entered the name of the 
village where each lived and of its parish 
priest. 

' That 'ill do, my men— Good-night ! ' dis- 
missing them peremptorily, with the air of a 
magistrate who had secured under crushing 
penalties the appearance when wanted of two 
accused persons. Indeed, Shamus and Malachi, 
as they shambled out of the room and of the 
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house, couldn't help a kind of feeling that they 
were let out on a ticket-of- leave. 

When the men were well clear of the house. 
Father Mac had to endure meekly for some 
minutes the deferential scolding of old Mar- 
garet, of whom he found it difficult to get rid. 
She was pertinaciously anxious to clear away at 
once the traces of profane pollution from the 
sacred chamber, and needed a good deal of 
convincing that the footprints, when dry, would 
be much more easily and effectively removed 
with a brush, than, in their present state, with 
soap and water. 

When she was at last got, grumbling, out 
of the way, Father Mac brought down the 
fragment of Norah's dress to compare the 
footprint upon it with those upon the calico 
procarpet. It corresponded with that left by 
Malachi's right brogue with a precision that did 
away at once with all doubt. For five of the 
nails in Malachi's nailshod right brogue having 
been knocked out here and there made its im- 
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press identifiable beyond the shadow of a shade 
of doubt. Not only did the two impressions 
coincide in length, breadth, and pattern, but 
in the five clear spaces here and there corre- 
sponding to the blanks left by the knocked -out 
nails. 

This was the discovery Father Mac com- 
municated to Miles in the study. Miles was 
greatly excited by it. Flinging away the pipe, 
which he had lit at the beginning of the narra- 
tive, he strode up and down the room, trying 
vainly to see his way to bring to justice a 
scoundrel who had terrified out of her mind, 
and almost to death, a girl — a child. 

*Can we do nothing, Mac — nothing?' he 
cried at length, stopping midway in his agitated 
walk to and fro. 

* Nothing now, Miles. Norah couldn't break 
her oath, and without her evidence there would 
of course be no case.' 

' I could have the scoundrel locked up, at 
least.' 
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*My dear Miles, you mustn't stir foot or 
finger in the case at all. The fellow is but the 
agent of a secret society, which, if you moved 
in the business, would conclude that Norah had 
given information, and incurred the penalty of 
breaking her oath/ 

*Do you mean there's nothing for it but 
to cringe, and cower, and crouch, and hide 
our lives as we can from these infernal 
ruffians ? ' 

* I think something may be done, but not 
t>y you, Miles. I have no doubt that these 
fellows murdered Claughessy and are now 
hanging about here to commit some other 
outrage — probably, the assassination of this 
Castle commissioner. But we have no pro- 
ducible evidence against them ; and, if we 
had, you couldn't produce it without endan- 
gering Norah. The only thing that can be 
done at present is for me to write to the clergy 
of the parishes where these fellows come from, 
and lay the whole case from beginning to end 
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before them ; they, in turn, will communicate 
as much of it to the police of their districts as 
will secure the immediate arrest and confine- 
ment of these fellows, and, perhaps, their 
future conviction. Anyway, they will be re- 
moved out of this neighbourhood and pre- 
vented committing the crime they are certainly 
prowling about here to attempt ; while there 
can be no possible suspicion of your having 
moved in the matter.' 

* I suppose that's the most that can be done, 
Mac,' said Miles resignedly, after thinking a 
little over the proposal. If it had been his own 
life only he was endangering, he would have 
impetuously hunted the fellows down himself; 
but fear for Norah paralysed him. 

'It's the only thing that can be done at 
present ; but I shall bring those fellows to the 
gallows yet.' 

* The scoundrels ! they make us a by-word 
throughout the world.' 

* If you make a place hell, you must pro- 
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diice devils. These EngKsh, having tried for 
centuries to make and keep our people savages, 
then turn round and cry out at their savagery ! 
And yet, after all, these Fenians are not worse 
than, or as bad as, the Sheffield Trades Union 
assassins, who had a hundred times less provo- 
cation.' Thus spake Father Mac, whose hatred 
of England was as hearty as that of most Irish 
Catholics who care anything for their country 
and know anything of her history. 

The conversation then turned to Miles and 
Norah's visit to England, and from that passed 
to the subject o^ Norah's state of health. 

*That English visit was a mistake, and a 
mistake of my making ; but it promised well, 
and she wanted immediate and complete 
change of air and scene ; and wants it still. 
Miles.' 

' You must help me to persuade her to try 
it, Mac. Nothing would induce her to stay at 
Bray a week or two.' 

' Pooh, Bray ! She'd get only English air 
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there. She must go to Miltown Malbay, and 
get it straight across the Atlantic from America. 
By the way, when does Maurice start ? ' 

Miles read nothing between the lines of this 
suggestion. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

*A FINE LITTLE CHAP.' 

Do ye hear the children weeping, my brothers. 

Ere the sorrow comes with years ? 
They are leaning their young heads against their mothers. 

And that cannot stop their tears. 
The young lambs are bleating in the meadows ; 
The young birds are chirping in the nest ; 
The young fawn are playing with the shadows ; 
The young flowers are blowing toward the west 
But the young, young children, O my brotheis. 

They are weeping bitterly 1 
They are weeping in the playtime of the others. 
In the country of the free. — 

Elizabeth Babbett Bbowningk 

* Mick, Mick, Mick ! ' 
. ^Hwhat?' 

*,Look ! ' 

' Well, I'm lookin'/ 

' It's hwhite bread ! ' 

* Can't I see it's hwhite bread ? ' 

' She gev it to me,' nodding towards Father 
Mac's house, from whose door the Uttle girl had 
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just come. She and her younger brother, Mick, 
had been sent by their mother to ask the priest 
to call at their hovel ; and old Margaret, pitying 
the pinched face of famine of the child^ had 
given her the stale heel of a loaf. It's not too 
much to say that the two children and their 
four brothers and sisters and an adopted cousin 
and their father and mother were absolutely 
starving. They could have gone to the work- 
house, of course ; but, as that meant their 
separation, they preferred starvation outside — 
their love of each other being stronger than 
their fear of such a death. There are two 
things which it is utterly impossible for any 

« 

Enghshman who has never hved in the west or 
south of Ireland to imagine — the depth of the 
wretchedness of the poor, and the depth of 
their family affection. Sitting ever gaunt and 
white on the steps of death, they prefer its door 
to that of the inhuman workhouse. In England, 
where this tie of family affection is, perhaps, as 
weak as anywhere else in the world, outdoor 
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relief is the rule, and indoor relief the excep- 
tion. In Ireland where this love is stronger 
than death, outdoor reUef is forbidden. Most 
prudently forbidden, we have no doubt, from 
the political economist's point of view ; but why 
only in Ireland, where the prohibition works so 
cruelly ? Because Ireland is the spoiled child 
of the empire> and always gets what is good 
for her long before England and Scotland 
venture to beg for it. But these matters are 
too high for us, and we return to Mick and 
Molly Morony. 

' Come on home,' snapped Mick almost 
viciously. 

* Do sit down to ate it, Mick. Shure ye can 
hardly tashte it walkin'.' 

'I'm goin' home,' he answered doggedly. 
He had kept his eyes studiously averted from 
the piece of bread, after the first glance at it. 

' Well, we can ate it in Donelly's haggard,' 
sighed Molly resignedly, thinking Donelly's 
haggard yet a great way ofil 
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* I'm not goiu' to ate it all — not a hii^ he 
said petulantly, as though he had been asked to 
do something very disagreeable. 

' Mick ! ' 

But Mick ran on without answering, not 
casting even once a longing, lingering look 
behind. 

Mick's surliness proceeded neither from 
suUenness nor self-sacrifice, but from a sense of 
honour. An implicit agreement, which had 
never once been expressed in words had some- 
how of itself grown up between these two — 
that each should share with the other any 
windfall that came in the way. Now it 
happened sometimes that one, coming in for, in 
the other's absence, an apple, turnip, or similar 
luxury, was unable to refrain from devouring 
forthwith his or her moiety thereof; and, in 
this case, the chance of the absentee getting 
the balance was slight. Sleeping hunger once 
roused would, as it were, in spite of the 
trustee's resistance, spring upon the remaining 
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moiety and eat it with a guilty haste which left 
it half untasted. Now their confession of this 
breach of compact was as implicit as the com- 
pact itself. The transgressor was shamefacedly 
silent about it in words, but made practical con- 
fession and reparation by the refusal of haK 
the next godsend offered by the other. 

Molly knew at once, therefore, that Mick 
had eaten her half of what had last fallen to 
him, and she was glad — very glad for a 
moment. Mick's luck, whatever it was, couldn't 
have been as splendid as hers of this morning 
— this great hunch of white bread, the whole 
of which was now fairly hers I But even while 
she devoured it greedily with her hungry eyes, 
the thought \h2ii]u^ibecau8e Mick's luck couldn't 
have been as great as hers she was taking an 
unfair advantage of him, gave her pause. 
Thrusting the bread impulsively behind her 
back, out of sight, she took to her heels to 
outrun temptation. 

Mick, running the same race against tempta- 
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tion, wasn't soon overtaken ; but at last Molly, 
breathless, came up with him. 

' Mick ! ' 

Mick looked round. 'You've ate it,' he 
said resentfully, for a hungry stomach is not 
magnanimous. 

Molly drew the hunch of bread from 
behind her and held it up triumphantly, 

' Molly,' began Mick, softened to penitence 
and explicit confession, ' I got a turnip y^ther- 
day ' 

' Ach ! hwhat's a turnip ? ' interrupted Molly 
contemptuously. ' Let's ate it in the haggard, 
Mick,' putting her arm round his neck and 
nuzzling her face against his cheek — feeling 
that access of affection for him that everyone, 
but especially one of the softer sex, feels 
towards him for whom she makes a sacrifice. 

Mick's conscience being appeased by this 
confession and absolution, he made no further 
resistance to the clamours of his unappeased 
appetite. 

VOL. II. u 
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* It was only a weeny wan, Molly,' he said 
meekly, in reference to yesterday's turnip, * an' 
I thought ye wasn't niver goin' to come.' 

When they got to Donelly's haggard, they 
nestled together in a hollow at the base of a 
giant haystack, and Molly, having tasted the 
delight of generosity, and found it very good, 
pressed upon Mick more than his fair share; 
which, in any other case, he would have ac- 
cepted, but not now, while weighed down 
already with obligation. After this friendly 
wrangle was accommodated, Molly suggested 
to Mick an extraordinary receipt of her own in- 
vention — ^which could have occurred only to a 
Cathohc — for * making the best of both worlds.' 

'Ye niver tashte nothin', Mick, ye ate so 
fasht.' 

' Shure I can't help it, whin I'm so hungry ? ' 
querulously. 

*An' I couldn't help it wansht,' replied 
Molly with the air of one who had come out 
of gross darkness. * But now I says a " Hail " 
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betune aich bite whin it's hwhite bread.' A 
' Hail ' was a short prayer, of which a large 
number of repetitions daily was required of 
Mick and Molly. Mick meditated for a moment 
upon this new rosary, then tried itj and gave it 
up, and of course disparaged what he despaired 
of attaining. 

* Shure ye can't think of it that way at all, 
meaning by * it ' the morsel, not the prayer. 
' / says 'em in bed whin I canH shleep wid the 
hunger, and they sinds me aff almosht always. 
I'm goin' to 'Merikey whin I'm a man,' he 
added abruptly, with a childlike leap — in 
following the association of ideas in his own 
mind — from one subject to another. 

* That's where the mush comes from,' 
rephed Molly, following the same association of 
ideas. Mush was Indian meal. 

' Mush ! ' cried Mick contemptuously. 
* They ate mate in 'Merikey ! Ned Flynn 
said he had mate ivery day ! An' I'm goin' 
in a ship,' he continued, as choosing the most 

¥3 
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dignified of many alternative modes of transport. 
' An' rU go to Ned Flynn an' ' 

* Ach, how will ye find him ? ' asked Molly, 
impatient of so preposterous a castle in the 
air. 

* I'll shtand on Sunday at the chapel doore 
of 'Merikey tiU he comes out from mass,' 
retorted Mick triumphantly ; ' an' I'll ax him 
for wurrk, an' I'll make a dale of money, an' 
I'll sind for you, an' Patsey, an' Peggy, an' aU 
of ye, an' father, an' mother, an' ye'U all come 
out together in a ship. Let's play at ships, 
Molly, do.' 

As his idea of a ship was taken from 
a Noah's ark and from Ned Flynn's description 
of the vast vessel in which he had sailed to 
America, the great ark-shaped haystack they 
nestled under seemed to him a perfect presen- 
tation of one. 

' Come along, Molly ! ' he cried, as he 
climbed the wall against which one side of 
the rick rested. 



^ 
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'It ishu't to climb it ye'i^e goin', Mick?' 
she repKed, confounded, not by the difficulty 
but by the audacity of the proceeding, since to 
get on the top of the ha3nick was to advertise 
their trespass to Donelly or his men. But 
Mick's meagre meal so revived his naturally 
high animal spirits that he braved the fear 
of Donelly, and with the help of a * sugawn ' 
(one of the hay-ropes which bound the rick) 
he was soon at the top. Once there he 
forgot his ship idea at sight of the view he 
commanded. 

' Oh, Molly, I can see iverywhere. Shallee, 
an' Killoracken, an' Ballybawn, an' Borriso'beg, 
an 



'Come down aff that this moment, ye 
spalpeen, ye ! ' cried a great and terrible voice 
from a field at the opposite side of the rick 
to that Mick had climbed. It was no lesa 
than the awful Donelly himself who shook the 
earth with this shout of wrath. Poor little 
Mick, dizzy from weakness and from the 
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unaccustomed height, and startled and staggered 
by the sudden shout, lost his head and his 
hold, and came rolling over and over dowu 
that side of the rick he had just climbed. 
He was so light — being mere skin and bone — 
that he probably would have been but little 
hurt by the fall, if it had landed him on the 
ground. But it landed him, unfortunately, on 
the jagged coping-stones of the haggard-wall 
against which that side of the rick was built. 
Even as it was, there were no bones broken, 
but he was badly bruised and got (as he fell 
face downwards) two ugly gashes, one on the 
forehead, and one on the upper and outer part 
of the left arm. Poor Molly stood for a 
moment as turned to stone, and then screamed 
frantically, ' Mick ! Mick ! Mick ! ' at the very 
top of her voice — as though herself in some 
frightful peril, from which Mick could deliver 
her. 

Her screams hurried Donelly round to that 
side of the hayrick. Being a kind-hearted 
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man, he was horrified to find the child seem- 
ingly insensible and drenched in blood. He 
took him up in his arms, speaking soothingly 
to Molly, who looked on now with the helpless 
wistfulness of a dumb animal. * Whisht ! Molly, 
whisht ! asthore ; shure it's nothin'.' But at 
the sight of the blood, the haggard seemed to 
spin round her and she sank in a heap to the 
ground. Upon this Donelly first made that 
sucking noise with his tongue against the roof 
of his mouth two or three times, and then 
said : * Ah thin, Molly, shure it's ashamed 
of ye I am ; who's to go for the docther now 
which brought Molly too. Springing up, though 
sick and dizzy still, she staggered through the 
gateway of the haggard, and then, coming 
more to herself, sped away towards the vil- 
lage on the wings of love and terror. *To 
my house ! ' shouted Donelly after her. * An' 
don't tell yere mother yet.' For her mother 
was ill, of low fever, said the doctor, but 
truly of hunger and of another trouble which 
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had just come upou her. Donelly then bore 
Mick to his house, which was at hand. 

' Hwhat is it, Dan, in the name of God ? ' 
cried his wife at the door. 

*It's little Mick Morouny who's fallen aff 
the hayrick on to the wall, Maiy ; the gossoon 
was an top of the rick, an' I shouted at him, 
an' he losht his futtin' wid the fright.* 

' Lord save usl - 'Tishn't killed he is, Dan? ' 
taking the child from her husband's arms. 

' No ; but nexht doore to it, I'm in dhread,' 
Dan replied in deep distress and despondency. 

' The little craythur's as light as Tom,' her 
child of two years old. Mick's lightness must 
have been extraordinary to make her remark 
upon it at such a moment, ' He's dhrownded 
in blood.' 

As she laid him on the bed, Mick, who had 
not once been wholly unconscious, but had 
heard everything, though dimly and as in a 
dream, came quite to himself. Hearing and 
understanding distinctly Mrs. Donelly's last 
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remark, * He's dhrownded in blood,' he said in 
a weak voice, * Mrs. Donelly ! ' 

' Yes, Mick ; yes, mavourneen.' 

' Don't let mother see me ' — a considerate 
request which completely broke down and 
disabled Mrs. Donelly for some moments. 
She sat down by the bed and burst into a flood 
of tears, while Dan himself rubbed his frieze 
sleeve across his eye. Eecovering herself, 
Mrs. Donelly dried her eyes in her apron, and, 
bidding Dan fetch her some lukewarm water 
and a sponge, proceeded very tenderly to 
remove Mick's tattered jacket, which was 
buttoned up to the throat. It was all that 
needed removal to find the wound on the arm, 
for he had no shirt on. 

As she was sponging away the blood, pre- 
paratory to bandaging both wounds, she said 
pitifully to Dan, * He's no shirt, the craythur ! ' 

' Shure it's at the wash,' cried Mick with an 
Irish zeal for the family credit. 

* Have you only wan, Mick ? ' asked Mrs. 
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Donelly, relieved exceedingly to find him tak^ 
notice of a matter in which he would have 
certainly shown no interest if he had been in 
great pain. 

* Arrah^ Mrs. Donelly, would ye have a 
little boy have a tousand shirts?' cried Mick, 
in his eagerness (for the family's credit) to 
persuade her that he was sumptuously fur- 
nished with that article of dress, when his age 
was considered. Mrs. Donelly, laughing and 
crying at once, kissed him for answer. She 
was relieved now of all fear of his being 
seriously injured, but his miserable emaciation 
wrung her heart. Having bandaged both 
gashes tenderly, she brought him a bowl of 
new milk, of which he drank half greedily and 
gi*atefully, for he was parched with thirst. 

'Av ye plaise, Mrs. Donelly,' he asked 
timidly, * is it all for me ? ' 

' In coorse it is, Mick. Dhrink it all up, 
ashthore.' But Mick wasn't going again 
to break faith with Molly after her generous 



'A FINE LITTLE CHAP: 299 

forgiveness this morning of yesterday's breach 
of it. After some hesitation he said diffidently, 

* Might Molly have it?' with a wistful ex- 
pression of fear of giving offence by his un- 
reasonableness in his round, grey eyes. 

* She can have another bowl, Mick. There, 
dhrink it all up, alanah.' Which Mick did 
accordingly, finding it very good. 

* It's shtarvin' they are,' said Mrs. Donelly 
in a low voice of distress aside to her husband. 

* He's just a bag of bones ; an' there's a shtring 
of flannel tied tight round his little belly to 
keep the feel of the hunger out.' 

' They're an the lisht now, anyway.* 
^HwhatUsht?' 

' The relief lisht. Pat was tuk as a sushpect 
this mornin'.' 

^Goan widye! Pat?' 

* It's thruth I'm tellin' ye. He was tuk 
this mornin'.' 

' Did ye iver hear tell of the like ? There 
ishn't a quiter man in the barony.' 
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* He couldn't keep his tongue quite no more 
nor yereself, Mary ; an', faix, I'm thinkin' it's 
you they'll be lockin' up nexht.' 

In truth, poor Pat Morony, mad with 
misery, had made some remarks upon the 
government of the country which were too 
true not to be treasonous. 

' Ah, thin, whativer in the wide wurruld is 
to become of thim childre, an' the little orphan 
they tuk in ? — an' Nannie down wid the faver, 
too.' 

* Shure I'm telUn' ye they'll be an the 
Lague lisht now. They'll be gettin' six or 
seven shillin's a week, I'll be bound,' speaking 
as though this was a sumptuous provision for 
eight of a family ; as, relatively speaking, it 
was. Poor Pat hadn't for weeks had work 
enough to bring in such a sum. But how, 
then, did they live for weeks? On just as 
much Indian-meal porridge as kept soul and 
body together. 

Still Nannie felt Pat's arrest as a suspect 
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cruelly, and had sent Mick and Molly that 
morning to beg Father Mac to call that he 
might advise and, perhaps, help her in this 
grievous trouble. And now had come upon her 
this other trouble of Httle Mick's accident, con- 
necting, as we shall see, poor Nannie's fortunes 
with those of Norah and Maurice. 

When the doctor came and had examined 
Mick carefully, he turned to Mrs. Donelly and 
said jocosely (for he had seen so much starva- 
tion of late as to be hardened to the sight 
of it) : 

' He had a light fall, Mrs. Donelly.' 

' There's no bones broken, docther ? ' she 
asked anxiously. 

" Sure you can see for yourself,' holding up 
Mick's right arm, a few bones with a sleeve of 
skin fitting tightly to them. ' You might see 
a crack in any bone in his body.' 

This humorous exaggeration only drew a 
long sigh from Mrs. Donelly. 

* Deed thin that's thrue, docther.' 



302 'THE WEARING OF THE GREEN: 

* His bones are right enough, Mrs. Donelly, 
it's his flesh that's amiss, or a-missing rather.' 

' He'll get betther, thin, docther ? ' she asked 
in a low voice, 

' If he lives, he'll get better ; though, to 
tell you the truth, Mrs. DoneUy, I don't think 
it's worth his while.' With this enigmatic 
speech the doctor departed, leaving Mrs. Donelly 
at no loss as to his meaning — viz. if Mick died, 
as was probable, it would be of something else 
than his fall, and it would be about the best 
thing that could happen to him. 

Mrs. Donelly, upon the doctor's departure, 
looked down upon the little wasted body, the 
wan face made more ghastly by its blood- 
soaked bandage, and the wide and wistful eyes 
gazing distressfully at Molly's distress — for 
Molly was sobbing her heart out by his 
bed. 

* Whisht ! Molly, whisht ! mavourneen. 
Shure that won't do him no good at all, at all. 
Come here to me, an' have a sup of milk wid 
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a tashte of bread. It 'ill do Mick a dale more 
good to see ye ate an' dhrink nor cry.' 

Having quieted Molly a little, she turned 
for a private talk with Dan. 

' He's a fine little chap.' 

' He is fio.' 

* Dan, I can't bear to think of his dying of 
the hunger.' 

'Shure they'll have the Lan' League at 
their back now,' replied Dan, knowing well 
what was coming. 

'Yerra, what is it for eight of thim.^ 
Wan male aich a day ! It 'id take more nor 
wan male to keep him out of his coffin now, 
he so far gone.' Dan glanced towards the bed, 
and his kind heart melted at his eyes. He 
could see only Mick's little wasted arm which 
was wound round Molly's neck — for she, her 
bread and milk untasted, was kissing him in 
the motherly way that the children of the poor 
learn so early. 

* Is it to keep him all out ye mane, Mary ? ' 
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* Till he get's a futtin' anyway, Dan.' 

' Ach, I know how it 'ill be. He's got his 
futtin' already, Mary,' meaning in her heart. 

* Shure the bit he'll ate is nothin', an' 
he'll be aisy kep' in shirts anyhow,' smiling 
tearfully, but thankfully, at Dan — knowing 
that her point was gained and that Mick was 
adopted. 

In explanation of this impulsive adoption 
of the boy, we must mention that Dan, 
notwithstanding his hayrick, was poor and 
struggling, and therefore generous; and that 
adoption of this kind is nearly as common in 
Ireland as infanticide in England. 

While this conference between Dan and 
his wife was proceeding, Mick's mind was a 
curious study — or would have been a curious 
^tudy to anyone unfamiliar with Irish ways of 
thought. He was distressed by Molly's distress ; 
he was distressed also by the pitifiilness of his 
own state, as reflected in Molly's face as in a 
mirror ; but beside and above these dis- 
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quietudes, he was distressed by his emaciation 
beiog, as he fancied, made a reproach to his 
father and mother and the family generally. 
Such, at least, was the impression the doctor's 
jocose remarks upon it to Mi*8. Donelly left on 
his mind. When, therefore, Mrs. Donelly and 
Dan, after their conference, approached the 
bed, he hurriedly hid his weazened little arm 
under his tattered jacket. Mrs. Donelly, not 
noticing this movement, raised his jacket to 
justify herself to Dan by showing him the 
child's emaciation. Poor Mick looked shame- 
facedly from one pitying face to the other, and 
then said earnestly, * Indeed^ Mrs. Donelly, I 
was always a thin little chap. I'd niver be 
nothin' if I ate iver so much.' Whereupon 
Mrs. Donelly, with a quickness at once Irish 
and maternal, read his thoughts, and, replacing 
the jacket, said with much presence of mind, 
' An' it's just the same wid Dan here, Mick,' 
pointing to her husband, who, in sooth was as 
thin as a lath. *He might ate a whole cow 
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and ye'd never know it, barrin' the hoi^ns 
stuck out somewhere/ 

At this whimsical idea Mick, and eke Molly, 
laughed heartily, and Mick's sensitiveness as to 
the family credit was soothed. 

After all, there was at least this to be said 
in extenuation of the disgrace of destitution 
with which Mick fancied his family reproached, 
that it was rather the rule than the exception 
in the district where they lived. Indeed, there 
were over 100,000 families in Ireland in the 
«ame strait as that of poor Pat Morony, 
starving slowly in silent despair. 

England complains of the ceaseless and 
senseless clamours of Ireland : it is the dumh 
suffering of her people for centuries that cries 
out to God. 
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Beaoonsfleld, Lord ; A Biogra- 
phy. By T. P. CCoNNOK, M.P. S&tfc 
Edit., New Preface. Cr.8To,cl.ex.7 s.Ca. 

Beauchamp. — Grantley 

Grange: A Novel. By Sbslslbt 
Beauchamp. Post 8vo, illnst . bds., a^ 

Beautiful Pictures by British 

Artists: A Gathering of Pavoarites 
from our Picture Galleries. In Two 
Series. All engraved on Steel in the 
highest style of Art. Edited, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Stdnkt 
Armytaqb, M.A. Imperial 4to, cloth 
extra, gilt and gilt edges, 218. per Vol* 



I. pel 



BecHsteTnT— AsPretty as 

Sevan, and other German Stories. 
Collected by Lupwig Bxcbstbin. 
With Additional Tales by the Brothers 
Grimm, and 100 Illusts. bv Kichtxr. 
Small 4to, green sind gold^ 08. 6d. ; 
gilt edges, 78. 6d. 



Beerbohm. — Wanderings In 

Patagonia ; or, Life among the Oalilch 
Honters. ByJOLius Bsbrbomm. ^A^tk 
Illosts. Crown 8vo^ obMb extra, tL ML 

Belgravia for 1886. One 
Shilling Monthiyv A Strang* Voyage, 
by W. Clark RotssLL, will be begun 
in the January Number and oontinued 
throughout the year. This Number 
will contain also the Opaoing Chapters 
of a New Story by Ckcil Powbr, A* 
thor of " Phllistia," entitled Babylon, 
and lUastrated by P. M4cNab. 
»,* Now rtadyt the Volume for ljji,r «e 
October 1884, oloth extra, giU edges, 
78. 6d.; Cases fl>r binding VoU,, 88. emch, 

Belgravia Annual. With Stories 

by F. W. Robinson, J. Arbuthnot 
WILSON, Justin H. MoCart«t, B. 

MONTOOHBRIB RANtlNO, SUd OtheiB. 

Demy 8vo, with Illusts., I8. [Preparing, 

Bennett (W.C.,LL.D.),Works by: 
A Ballad History of England. Poet 

8vo, cloth limp, 88. 
Songe for Sallone. Poet 8vo, oleth 
limp, 88. __.„««_ 

Besant (Walter) and Jamea 

RIoe. Novele by. Poet 8to» Qloat 
boards, 88. each; cloth limp, ^ 
ea« h : er erown 8vo, olon 
88. M. eaeh. 

Reatfy-Money Mortlb*y. 
- W4th Har^ and Crown. 

Thie Son of Vuloaji. 

My Little QIH. 

The Caee of Mr. LuoNAk. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Oella'e Arbour. 

The Monke of Thelems. 

'Twae In TrafUgar'e Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Yesire' Tsnsnt. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 



Besant (Walter), Novels by: 

All Sorte and Condltfohe of Men: 
An Impossible Story. With Iltostra- 
tioas by Fbbd. Barvabs. Crowa 
8vo, oloth extra, Ss. 01 ; post Svo* 
illnst. boards, 8g ; cloth limp, 8b. 6d. 

The Captaine' Room, fto. With 
Frontispiece by £, J. Wkbslbb* 
Crown bto, doth extra, 8i. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illnst. bds., 88. ; cl. lin^), 8s.fdL 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illosta. 
bv H« Furnisb. New and Cbeaper 
edition. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. 9tL Qa. 

Dorothy Foreter. New and Cheaper 
Edition. With Illustrations by Cr. 
Crbbn. > Crown 8vo, doth extra. 
88.60, JPn 



The Art of Fiction. DemySvo^If, 
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Bethcun-Ed wards (M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. Si. 6d. 

each. ; post 8to, illaat bds.. Si. each. 

Fellola. I Kitty. 

Bewick (Thoe.) and hie Pupile. 

By AosTiM DoBSOM. With 93 Dlustra- 
tiooi. Sqaare 8to, cloth Mtra, lOfc ML 

Birthday Books:— 
The Staivy Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthday Boolt. Sqaare 8vo, haaiU 
somely bomid in cloth, 2l. 61L 

Birthday FIow«m: Their Langnage 
and Legends. B7 W. J. Gokoon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colours by 
Viola Bouobtom. la Qlnminated 
corer, crown 4to, Si. 

Tha Lowall Birthday Book. With 
Illnsts., small 8to, cloth extra, 4B. 6d. 



Blackbupn'e (Henry) Art Hajid- 

booka. DeBf Iro, Illustrated, nnh 
ftmn in sise tor bfaidinf . 

Academy Notea, separate years, from 
1876 to 1888, each Ig. 

Aeadamy Notea, 1884. With ist Illna- 
trations. li. 

AaadamyNotea. 1875-79. Complete 
in One Vol.fWith nearly 6oe Ulusts. In 
Faesimile. Demy Ivo, cloth limp, 6l. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84 Complete 
in One Volume, wita about yoe Fac- 
simile lUostrations. Cloth ump, 8i. 

GiHMvenoi* Notea, 1877. 81. 

Qroavanor Notea, separate years, from 
1878 to 1883, each Ig. 

Opoevenar Notes, 1884. With 78 
Illustrationa. Is. 

Grosvanor Notaa. 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 6i. 

. PIcturaa at 8outh Kenalngton. Vmh 
70 Illustrations. Is. 

The Engllah Pictures at the National 
Qaliery. 1x4 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Maaters at the National 
Gallery. xa8 Illustrations. Is. Id. 

A Complete liiustrated Catalogue 
to the National Qaliery. With 
Notes hy H. Blackburs. and 141 
Ulusts. Desny 8to, cloth limp, ll. 

Illustrated Catalogue of the Luxem- 
bourg Gallery. Containina about 
930 Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of tbs Artists. Edited by 
P. G. Diuf AS. Demy Iro, Is. Id. 

The Paria Salon, 1 884. With over 300 
lUusU. Edited by F. G. Duius. 
Demy 8to, 8s. 



Akt Hamdbooks, comiinmed^ 

The Art Annual, 1888^ Bdited by 
F. G. DuMAa. With 300 full«page 
niniHallans. Demy 9vo, 6s. 

Boooaoolo'e Deoameron ; or. 

Ten Days* Batertalnment. Translated 
into Bngiish, with an Introduction by 
^ \s WwoMT, F.S.A. With Portrait, 



and SromARo's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. 8to, oloth extra, gilt, 7s. Id. 

Blake (William) : Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scorr. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half -bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Bower8'(Q.) Hunting Sketches: 
Gantere In Crampshire. Oblong 4to, 
half-bound boards, 21a 

Lsavee ft*om a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals* 
Oblong 4te, half-bound, 21s. 



Boyle (Frederiok), Works by : 

Camp Notee: Stones of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8S. 81L ; post Svo, illustrated bds., Is. 

Savage Life Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
38. &L ; pnet Bvo, illustrated bds., 2b. 

Brand's Observations on Pop. 

ular Antiqultlee, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vul^r Customs, 
Ceremoniee, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hbmky Blus. 
Crown 8vo. eloth extra, dlt, with 
numerous Illustrations, lu. fld. 

Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte's Collected Worke. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vola., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. COMPLXTS POBTICAL AJIB 

Dkam ATic Works. With Steel Por- 
trait, aad Introduction by Author. 
Vol. II. Rarlixr Papbbs Luck of 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 

— BOMBMIAM PaPBRS — SpAMISH 
AMD AmBRICAM LbORNDS. 

Vol. III. TAias OF THB Argonauts 

— Eastbrm Skxtches. 
Vol. IV. Gabribl Comrot. 

Vol. V. StORXBS * COMDBNSBB 
NOVBLS, &C. 

The Seleet Works of Bret Harte, ia 
Prose and Poetnr. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllbw, Portrait 
ef the Author, and 30 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. Post Svo, 
fllasiratsd beards, ts. 
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Bust Hartb's Works, continued^ 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, ilUistrated boardSi 
2l. '. cloth limp. 2s. 6d. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is.; crown 8to, 
cloth extra. 88. 6(L 

Luok of Roaring Camp, and other 
Sketches. Post ovo, illnst. bds., 2b. 

Jeff Bplggs's Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. ; cloth extra, 2s. 6(L 

Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 60. 

Callfornlan Stories (including Thb 
Twins of Table Mountain, Jbff 
Brxgqs's Lovs Story, &c.) Post 
8vo , i llustrated boards, 28^ 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader's Handbookof Alluelons, 
References^ Plots, and Stories. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo. 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 7s. 6d« 

Authors and tneir Works, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook," separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra, 78 6d ; half-bound, 9s. 

Brewster ( 81 rDavld),Work8 by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of \he Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 48. 8d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brahb, and Kep- 
ler. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Letters on Natural Magic. A New 
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Bein^ and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
48. 6d. 

B ri I lat-Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by: 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. Bvo, 
picture cover, l8. 

LIndeay's Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
30vcr, l8. 

^•etty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo^ 
licture cover. Is. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 
With a Frontispiece by Arthitk 
HnoHBs. Crown 8vo, cloUi extra, 68. 

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 

With Frontispiece by T. Dalabl. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Undertones. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 08. 
London Poems. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 68. 
The Book of Omi. Crown Bvo, cloth 

extra, 68. 
White Rose and Red: A Love Story. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Idylls and Legends of Inverbum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Title 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 

Siece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
ro, cloth extra, 68. 
Robert Buchanan's Complete Poeti* 
cal Works. With Steel -plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [/n the press. 

The Hebrld Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by W, 
Small. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68. 

A Poet's Sketch-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 68. 

The Shadow of the Sword: A Ro- 
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Child of Nature : A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, cloth 
extra, 38. Sd. ; post Bvo, illust. bds., 28. 

God and the Man : A Romance. With 

Illustrations bv Fred. Barnard. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 

Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 

Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W. 

Cooper. Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 88. 6(L; 

post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown Bvo^ 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post Bvo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

The New Abelard : A Romance, Crown 
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Three 
Vols., crown Bvo. 



Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 

New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy Bvo, doth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised : Being sa 
Abridgment, for popular use, cS Bub- 
ton's Anatomy of Mblamcb<^t« 
Post Bvo, cloth limpi 28. 00. 
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Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast for Qoid : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Vbrnby Loyett Caiieron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2l8. 

The Book of the Sword: Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
^ 8vo, cloth extra, 82a. 

I Bunyan'8 Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
by Goodall, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Bypon'8 Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
Moors. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton. — To the Qoid Coast 
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vbrney 
LovETT Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 21s. 

Cameron (IVIrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 8l. 6(L each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Juliet's Guardian. 

Deceivers Ever. 

Campbell White and Black : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
Gborob Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
doth extra, 14b. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Cariyie: Letters and Re- 
collections. By MoNcuRB D. Con- 
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 68. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlylb. With a Life of the Author 
bv R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra. 
Illustrated, Is. 60. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 

CcuHyleano Ralph Waldo Emerson, 

1^4 to 1873. edited by Chablbs 

BuoT Norton. With Portraits. Two 

. . Vola^ srown 8vo, cloth extra, 241. 

. .; . . •v 



Chapman's (George) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Algbk- 
NON Charlbs Swinburne, vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18b. ; or separately, 6i. each. 

Chatto & Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Repriat 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 288. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu» 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 61. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Hawbis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 28.6d. 

CJty (The) of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. [/» the press^ 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls: 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Collins (C. Allston).~The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,g8. 

Collins (Mortimer 9c Frances), 

Novels by : 

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frances. Post Svo, illust. bds., 28. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra. 88. 6d. 

You Play Me False. Post Svo, illust. 
boards, 28.; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Transmigration. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. : crown Svo, cloth extra. 
88. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. ; crowa 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ^ 

A Fight with Fortune. Post Svo 
illnstratsd boards 88. 
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Collins (Wllkle), Novels by. 

Each post 8to, illustrated boards, 8i; 
cloth ump, 28. 6d.; or crown 8to, 
cloth extra, Illustrated, 8l. 6d. 

Antonlna. Illost. by A. Concanbn. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
DBRT and J. Mabombt. 

Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahonbv. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanbn. 

Queen of Hearts Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My Miscellanies. With lUustrationi 
by A. Concanbn, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 
P. A. Praser. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MA9RiBRand P. A. Prasbr. 

Man and WIfa. Illust. by W. Small. 

Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. ? With Illustrations by 
S. L. PiLDES and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Dl Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahonbt. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Pildbs and Stdnbt Hall. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

The Blaok Robe. 



Heart and Science: A Story of the 
Present Time. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, SB. 6d. 

** I Say No." Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
8lB «t. jShortly, 

Coiman's Humorous Works": 

" Broad Grins/' " My Nightgown and 
Slippers,'* and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of Gborge Col- 
HAN. With Life by G. B Buckstonb, 
and Prontispiece by Hooartb. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7B. 6d. 

Convaleaoent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catrbrinb 
Rtah. Post 8vo, It. ; of. limp, Is. 00. 

Conway (Monoure O.), Works 

by: 

Dompnology and OevllLore. Two 
Voli., royal Pn, wifli 65 IQiiitt., IM. 



Conway's (M. D.) Works, 9mtUim§d 

A Neoklaoo of Stories. lUostzated 
bv W. J. HBvmssr. Sqoare Sro, 
clotb eztra, 6i. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown Sro, 
cloth extra, fls. 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re- 
oolieetlons. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8to, doth eztra, 68. 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Prontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra.Si. 
Nights at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8to^ Olnstrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster'e Daughter. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

Cooper.— Heart Salvage, by 

Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs. 
CooPBR (Katharxnb SaumdbrsL 
Three Vo ls., crown 8to. 

Copyright. ^ A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatio Worke. By 
SiDNBT Tbrrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-nbiLaw. Fcst 
8vo, cloth limp. 28. 61. 

Cornwall — Popular Ronmnoes 

of the Weet of England; or, The 
^/£^*^ Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robbrt Hunt, P.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborob Crdikshamk. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Crbasy, Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gflt, with 13 
Port raits, 7a Sd. 

Cruikshank (George) : 
The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Sbrxes : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Sbcomd from 1844 to 
2853. A Gathering of the Bbst 
Humour of Tracrbray, Hood, May- 
HEW, ALBERt Smith, A'Beokbtt, 
Robert Brouoh, Ae. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Enf^vings by 
CruiksHank, Hinb, Landblls, &c. 
Crown 8va cloth gilt, two vary tUok 
volnmta, 78. 6d. MCk. ^ 
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Ckuusranx (G.), cotUinutd^ 

The Life of Qeorge Cmjlkshanlc Bj 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.." &c. 
With 84 lUuatraUons. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefally 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8iro, 
cloth extra, 7g. 6cL 

Robinson Cpuaoe. A beantifnl re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
^7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
oy Gborob Cruiksbank, choicely 

?'rinted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
S. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
firinted on hand-made paper, with 
ndia proofs of the Illustrations, 86s. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
ald py; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cypies.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Ctplss. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 60. 

Daniel Merrie England In 

the Olden Time. By Gkorgb Daribl. 
With Illustrations dv Robt. Cruix- 
SHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist Bv Alphomsb 
Daudxt. Translated by C. Harrt 
Mbltsbr. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

»■. 6a. 

Davenant. — What ehall my 

Son be? Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davbnant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ll. 6d. 

Davles (Dp. N. E.), Works by: 

One Thousand Medical Maxima. 
Crown 8vo, It. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Nupscpy Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6(L 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 21. ; 
cloth limp, a. 6d. [Shortly. 

Davles' (8lr John) Complete 

Poetical Woplcs, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS.. for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Gxosart, D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, ISi. 



De Malstre.— A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavibr ob Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwbll. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, Ss. M. 

De Mllle.— A Castle In Spain. 

A Novel. By Jambs Db Mills. With 
a Frontiraiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Si. 6d. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by : 

Cup Lady o1 Tears. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Cipce's Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 8s. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Box. i Nicholas NIckleby 
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
(Mayfaif Library,) Post 8vo, cloth 
mp, 2b. 6d. 

The Speechee of Charles DIokenSi 
X841-1870. With a New Bibliograph]^ 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Hbxne Shbp- 
hbrd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

About England with DIokens. By 
Alfred Rimhbr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vamdbrhoof, Alprbd 
RiMMBR, and others. Sq. 8va^ oloth 
extra, 108. Sd. 

Dictionaries ; 

A Dictionary of Mlraolee: Imitative, 
Realistic, and I>ogmatio. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf.-bound, 98. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Plots, and 
Storlee. By the Rev. E. C. Brxwbil 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throu^out, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Authors and their Worke, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Readers Handbook," sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brbwbr, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 

Familiar Allusions : A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information; in- 
clnding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural CuriosiUes 
and the like. By Wm . A; Whbblbr 
and Cbarlbs G. Whbblbr. Demj 
8vo cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 
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BOOKS PVBUStiED Bit 



DiCTiONARixs, coiUinueA— 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7t 6d. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights. Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
* from the Earliest to the Present 

Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick, volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 128. 6d. {In preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
I Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 

' 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. 

Women of the Day : A Biographical 
Dictionary. By Frances Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, Ob. 

Words. Facts, and Phrases : A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Euezer 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8to, cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 98. 

Diderot.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe sur le 
Com6dien," by Walter Hbrribs 
Pollock. With a Preface by Hbnrt 
I rvinq. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, JB. 6d. 

Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. Past 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6d. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrl- 

cities. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. 6d. 

Qoran. — Memories of our 

'Iroat Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
Ags concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
aad Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of tlie. 

Being a comfKrehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
** Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8to, 
half-bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, Tlie Oid. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits* 88. per VoU 
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes 
Critical and Exi>lanatoiT, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifpord. 
£dit by Col. CuNNiNQHAii. 3 Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C. Swinburne; Vol.IIL.Trans- 
lationi of the Iliad and Odyssey. 



Dramatists, The Old, eotOtnu^L^ 
Marlowe's Works. Includinc his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunnimo- 
ham. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifpord. Edited by CoL 
Cunningham. One Vol 

Dyer The Folic - Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thisblton Dtbr, 
M.A., &c« Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 
78. 6d. [in preparatum, 

Eariy Engiish Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotatioxis, 

by Rev. A.B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 

8vo, cloth "boards, 88. per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Completa 

Poems. One Vol. 
Davles' (Sir John) Completa 

Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrlck's (Robert) Complets Col- 

leoted Poems. Three vols. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Completo 

Poetic al Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbury's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown Sto^ 
parchment, 88. 

Edwardes(IVIrs. A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 6vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illnst. bds., 
28. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Eggieston.— Roxy: ANoveL By 
Edward Eoolbston. Post 8vo, illoat. 
boards, 28. ; cr. Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Emanuei. — On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their HistonriValoet 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Realit^r. By Harrt 
Emanusl, F.R.G.S. With nomerooa 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crowa 
8vo, clo th extra, gilt, 68. 

Engiishman's House, Ttie : A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
N early 6ooIlhists. Cr. Svo, cL ex. ,78.61. 

Ewaid (Aiex. Ctiaries, F.8A), 

Works by: 

Stories fW>m the State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsia&ile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Llfi and Timse of Prinos 
Charles Stuart, Connt of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
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Eyes, The How to Use our 

Eyes* and How to Preserve Them. Bt 

John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. Wito 

37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, 

_l».6dj 

FaiPholt — Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu> 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
HOLT, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece and upwards of xoo Illustra- 
tions by the Author. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6b. 

Famiiiap Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including me Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Rnins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chennlcal History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4b. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 48. 6d. 

Fln-Bec. — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Beg. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary IVIan ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mre. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street* 
The l,a(ly qf Srantome. 



Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com. 

Slete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
leaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bd8.,88. 

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albany ds Fonblanqub. 
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s 

Francillon (R. E.}, Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illttSt boards, 28 each. 
Olynnpia. j Queen Cophetua. 
One by O ne. 

Esther's Qlove. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

cover, l8. 
A Real Queen. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 88. 6d. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 78. 6d. each. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Friswell — One of Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frost (Thoma8)7Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 8d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry. — Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1884-5. By Herbert 
Fry Showine their Name, Date cf 
Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, l8. 6d. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year's Worit in Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fniit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glbnny. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Household i-lortlculture : A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Ton and Janb 
Jerrold. Illust. Po8t8vo,cl. lp.,Sl8.6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus> 
trated cover. Is.; cloth hmp, Is 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By Ft G. Heath. Crown 8vp, 
plo^ e](tra, ^. ; gilt edges, 60. 



10 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Qappett.— The Capei Qlrls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrbtt. Post 
8vo,illn«t.bd8., ^ ; cr.Svo, c l.eK., 88. 6d. 

Qentleman'8 Magazine (The) 

for 1884. One Shillmg Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled "Phlilstia," 
by Cbcil Powbr, is now appearing. 
"Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 

I Williams, F.R.AS., and "Table 

^ Talk," by Sylvan us Ubbam, are also 

(( continuea monthly. 

" *«• N<m ready, the Volume for Januakt 
to JuNB, i88a, cloth extrot frice 8b. 6d. ; 

' Cows for binding, JM. each. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the BrothM's Grimu, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 2a Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruixshank. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, (li. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Qoid. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 



Queen of the 

Meadow. 
InPastureaOreen 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. [lem. 
A Heart's Prob* 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i, 
The Dead Heart. 

Crown Bto, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. eacb« 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. 

Found Out. Three Vols., crown Svo. 

tShortly, 



Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss. each. 
Dr. Austin's Quests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
J ames Duke, Costerm onger. 

Gilbert (W. 8.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
Itself, price 2b. 6d. each. ** '« «" 

wJul^^tff.^^"??*^® contains— The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains— Bro- 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dan'rOruce— Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pmafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Pen»inco. 



Qlenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Gborgb 
Glbnhy. Post Svo, c loth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Qodwln.—Llves of the Necro- 

manoers. By William Godwin. 
Post S vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz sizeX cloth 

limp, a. per volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. 0.) Bkllad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes'e Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Broak- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Cc^a- 

plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng'e (Washington) Talee of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oo 
cupatlons of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Lel^gh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollisr. 

**5!1*'!2L'* ^^ Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of Kine 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Moht- 
GOMBRiB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CwK,D.D, 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Saintb-Bbuvk. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarkb. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 

IVJab. With Essay by Lbigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems. Laon and 

Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, tht 
Shelley Papers, && -» * -w 
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OoiABN Library, The, continued— 

Shelley's Prose Works, including A 

Refut ation of Deism, zastrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Encyclopedia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Thkodors Taylor. Crown 8vo, dotn 
gilt and gilt edges, 7b. 6d. 

Gordon Gumming (C.F.),Works 

by: 
In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus* 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
8b. 6d. 

In the Hlmalaycis and on the Indian 

Plains. With numerous Illustra- 

tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. 

IShortly, 

Graham. — The Professor's 

WIfs : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, l8.; cloth 
extra, 2b. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBR. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HcBFPBR. With ^^^ Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

The Wllds of London. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A NoveL Post 8v0| 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man; 

or. Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassis, Pibrcb, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 4b. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J, 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, 18. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Maiden Eoataay. Small 4tOk olotb 
extra, 8b< 



Hasb's (Dr. T. G.) Pobm s, continued^ 

New Symbols. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 6b. 

Legends of the Moppow. Crown 8to 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Serpent Play. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 8B. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 

raotep. By Mrs. S. C Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclisb, Gilbert, Harvbt, 
and G. Cruikshank. Memnm Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

Bv Andrbw Halliday. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, SB. 

— ' • 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over zoo Facsimiles and Ex- 

glanatory Text. By Don Fblix db 
alamanca. PoBt Svo, cloth Ihnp, 
28 . 6d. 

HankyPanky: A Collection of 

Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, Ac. 
Edited by W. H. Crbmer. Witb «)0 
lUusU. Crown Svo, cloth extra,4B. gd. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

Wyntep's Saoplflce: A Story. By 
Lady Dufpus Hardy. Post Svo, illuit. 
boards, 28. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Qpeenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd.** Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Apt of Opess. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Apt of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 68. 

The Apt of Oeoopatlon. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profiisely 
Illustrated, 108. 60. 

Chaucep fop Chlldpen: A Golden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
ana numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6b. 

Chaucep fop Schools. Demy Svo^ 
cloth limp, 2b. 6d. 

Hawels (Rev. H. R.). — ^American 

HumoPlsts. Including Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wrndbll Holmes, 
jAirES Russell Lowell, Artemus 
ward,Mark Twain, and Brbt Hartb. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 68. 
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Qarth. I Sebastian Stroma. 

Ellloa Quentln. I Oust. 

Pplnoe Sai>oni's Wife. 



MPS. Qalnsbopough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, Is. ; 
cloth extra, 28. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. With Illustrations 
by A. Fredb RICKS. 

Mercy Holland, and other Stories. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [^Shor tly, 

IMPORTANT NEW BIOGRAPHY. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and 

his wife. By Juxjan Hawthorne. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24b. 

. [Twenty-five copies of an Edition de 
Luxe, printed on the best hand-made 
paper, large 8vo size^ and with India 
proofs of the Illustrations, are reserved 
lor sale in England, price 488. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.] 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gborge Hsath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
ci.ex., 68. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Animals and their Masters. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Social Pressure. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ivan ds BIron : A NoveU Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6il. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 88. 

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
Iks. Thres Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188. 



Hesse - Wartegg (ChevalleF 

Ernst vonX Works by 
Tunis: The Land and the Peajpie, 
With 22 Illustrati<ms. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The New South-West : Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With lOo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy Svo^ cloth extra, 
148. L^» preparation. 

HIndley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connectecl with 
Taverns, Cofifee Houses, Qubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With xe Illus- 
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. [Shortly. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d.; another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Za. 

The Professor at the Breakfiast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The 8olence of 
Voice Production and Voice Preset* 
vatlon: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, 18. ; cl. limp, l8. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and aoo Ilhistra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by; 

From Nowhere to the North PoISi 
A Noah's Arkaaological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brum- 
TON and E. C Barnes. Sqnars 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Si. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Postiv% 
illustrated boards, 88t 
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
croas Adventure8,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hoopbs. 
Post 8vo, illustr ated boards, 28. 

Horne Orion ; An Epic Poem, 

in Three Books. By Richard Ubn- 
GiST HoRMB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Suii- 
MBRS. Tenth Edition, crown Svo, 

__cloth extra, 7g^ 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Keview of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain^ showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Polldcal, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. ByGBOROB 
Howell. Cr. 8yo, cloth extra, 7g. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 

Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post Svo, Ulnstr^ed boards, 2g. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Oluek. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thornlcroft's Model. 

The Loade'n Casket. 

Self Condemned. 

Ingelow Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jbam Inoblow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Perce- 
val Graves. Post Svo, cl. limp, 28. 6d. 

Irving (Washington),Worl(s by: 

Post Svo, clotb limp, 2b. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Tales of the Alh ambra. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for students. By Catherine A. 
Janv ier. Crown Svo, doth^xtra, 6s._ 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; or post 
ivo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

Tha Queen of Connaught. 



JefTerles (Richard), Works by: 

Nature near London. Crown Svo^ 
cloth extra, 6b. 

The Life of the Fields. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by : 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo, r 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. ' 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
[In the press, i 



Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruclans : Their Rites and Nfys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. Bv 
Haroravb Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

The Garden that Paid the Rant. 
By Tom Jbrrolo. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover, l8. ; cloth limp, 1b. 6(L 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jerrold. lUust. Post 8vo,cl.lp.,ffl.6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 

we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, cloth 

limp|^28. 6(!L 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by : 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le* 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
aoo Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
eluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coon- 
tries. With One Hundred Iltuji- 
trations. Cr. JByo, cloth extra, 78. M« 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv Wiluam 
GiPFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, IBs. ; or separately,QB. each. 

Joseph us,The Com pleteWorka 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
lews '^^ and "The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., Svo, with 52 Illustratiooji 
Md Maps, tloth extra, gilt, 14g 



Kavanagh.- The Pearl Foun. 



BOORS FOBLISHED BY 



Ketnpt—Penoll &nd Palette: 

ClupiBnooAnandArtiiii,fl.[(o,.„ 

Kjmp t, Pw lgTcclclhllmp.iH. M. 

i^gsley (Henr>y),"Novol» bT; 

0«>hotlCaVt r«J^N umbarSaientMn 

''"'e'lt.— The PatlenV«~Vad^ 

from Medici! Adrtct' Br'wfLLill' 



ApttblanSooloty In the Middle AgM! 
SludiBS froifl "ThB Thonsaod Md 
OnB Niihrt." Bj Bdwmb Williik 
L*«, Anlhor of ''The Uodera 
BgTPtlui," &c, Bdilsd bi Stuut 
t^"-P«"J. Cr,8To,clot6««(i,», 



Lares and Penatea; or, The 

Biokjronnd of Life. B, Flouhcb 
Laddi, CTQirn n.n, eioifi eilra. » 



Lapwood (Jacob), Wor-ka by: 

^•ifr- 5',"!^ "^ "•* London PaHn. 
IneodotM. RjM Bra, alMh 



Lamb (Chaplea) : 



Crown 8to. elolh Mm, IQk flfl! "^ 
""j"* Compfete Wor*», b Pn»« 

S!??L """""1 "* ""nj Pl«e« 
biihano uppubiahed. Edliad, wits 

^n^pI.""' iS'l^i""*™' ^' '*■ «■ 
iHaPHinD Wiih Two Portrait, ud 
Pacimils of p,j, of tbe ■■ E«a, on 
KnuiPi*." Cr.a*o,tloth»iini,j,fla. 
"rhl^™** of CH». Complate Bdl. 



« toiten bj Puo? p™ 
' Po»l gro, lifoiti llmp.fc. Ba. 



FoNni 



PonSi^cIMb 



Leigh (Meniv a), Wonka by : 

UJu^acma. Po«i Bto, cloib limp. 



Lana'a Arabian Nighta, &o.: 



SlULI 



fT, *'^™"^"a HBO a<ui0d 

rS.LuoH, POBI*C^cJO«h 

tuat. WriB the whale of Ciatt 
IIIB Orl^Kli. nm».:ii_ .iJtvL"™ 
Ti M. 



Linton (E. Lynn), Worka by -. 



"nn,ti ao. each) BUM 

Id boerdi, ^ Mcli 

lall. 

<t of Laani Oundaa 



With a Silken Thpaad. 
Th« Rebel of the Family, 
■ M> Love 1 " ' 



Uoka and Keya.-On the Do: 
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Longfellow : 

Longfellow's Ooinptot« Ppom Works. 
Isclttding "Outre Mer," "Hyper- 
Ion," " Kayanagh." " The Poets and 
Po«try of Esrops,^' and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and lUsttrations by 
VkxxKTm BROMX.ST. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

LontffWIow's Postloai Works. Care- 
fDil^r Reprinted from the Original 
Bditions. With anmsrons fine Illus- 
trations OB Steel and Wood. Crown 
Bto, cloth eartra. 7». 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Diststie, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. B. 
Datixs, L.R.C.P. Crewn 8vo, 28; 
cl oth limp, 28. 00^ {ShoHly, 

Lucy — Qldeon Fleyoe: A Novel. 

By Hbkbt W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cl. e«tra,8a. gd.; pot8vo. illuat bds.^ta. 

Luslad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Sobebt Ffrbmcb Dukt. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fall«page 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.Yworks 

A HlBtoi^ of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the Genera] Election of 1880. Pour 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. — Also a Povulak Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, fis each. 

A Short History of Our Own TInnes. 
One Vel.p crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Oeorgee. Four 
Vols, demy 8ye, cloth extra, 128. 
each. (Vol. I. in th§ pr»s». 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enem/s Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Roohford 
Mies MIsanthrops. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Come t of a Sea son. 

Maid of Athene. With xa Illnshra- 
tions by P. Babnabo. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 88. 6d. 

McCarthy (Justin K, M.P.), 
Works by: 

Serapion, and other Poems. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 08. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, iB. ; cloth, l8 6d. 

England under Gladstone. Crows 
8ts^ olsth sztrs, is. 



MaoDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 

The Pplncesa and Curdle. Withiz 
Illustrations by James Allbn. Small 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Qutta-Percha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With g Illustrations hj 
Arthur Hughes. Square 8vo, clota 
extra, 38. J6d. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tisplece by J. B. Millais. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 8d.; post 8ve^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomas WIngfbId, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece hj C. J. Staniland. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
ivQ, illastratad boards, 21. 



Maodoneil. — Quai<ep Cousins: 

A NoTeL Bt Aonbs Macoomell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; pott 
8vo, illnstrated boards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and. 

Players. Notes on Popular Game's. 
By Rob EST Macobboor. Post Bvo, 
cloth hmp, 28. 6d. 

■ V- 

Maclise Portrait.Qaliery (The) 
of IMustrlous Literary Charaoteps; 
with Memotra — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, ana Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
WiLUAM Batbs, B.A. With u Por- 
traits printed ob an India Hat. Cidwb 
8vo, sloth extra, H. td. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Worics by: 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus< 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoio. 
Square Svo, eloth extra, 108. 8a. 

Pictures and Lsgsnds fhom Nor- 
mandy and Srtttafiy. With numer- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Sqnsrs Svo, oloth gUt, 
108. id. 

Through Normandy. With 90 lUus- 
trations by T. R. macquoid. Sqoars 
8yo, cloth extra, Ta 9a. 

Through Brittany. With nnmsrous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square 8vo, dots sztra, T8. 9(L 

About Yorkshirs With 6r Illustra- 
tions by X. R. If AcguoiD, Engraved 
bv SwAis. Sqssrs 8vo, cloth sstra, 

Ths Evil Eys, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. ML s pott 
Svo, illnstrated boards, 28. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vec 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 

dortones: or. Music at Twilight. By 

Maglclan'8 Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups and Balls 
Errs, Hats. Handk-rchiefsT &c Jifi 
from a W Experience. Edit^ bV 
rp;,5; fi"'*'?"v^^*^2oo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4g. 6d. 

T£^ ^S^ "^yste'^y: Tricks with 
SiK^ret WriHng; Trainiig Jf*Performf 

Frf.nH.^*"'*^®' ¥- With ColourS 

Crown fi^®i*S? °^y. Illustrations 
v^rown 8vo, cloth extra , 48. 6(1. 

'^.^•?* P'l*'^^ An exact Fac. 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed Sn fine pla?e paoer 
3 feet by a feet, with Arm? and'seals 

Maiiock (W. H.), Works by : " 

^a?HPi!Ti« •P^^^y^' or, Culture, Faith 
!?^,^*^*^ «°P*'J*° ^ English Ciuntrv 
rff ^••0?.°?* ®XO' ^^°ti> limp. s5 6d^ 
Cheap Edition, illustrated b^s^zi' 

The New Paul and Virginia : or. Posi' 
'•cloSe'JtW^'"*' ^^'^^^O' 



c?ii?ry'*i?''' Thomas) Mori 

? Apthup : the Stcfries of King Arthnr 
Idt^i h^ S°i5^*^ °^ *^« R°°^5 Table! 
»v^.^cfoth'^irp?S^-« ^''"««- 

'^htr-l?'^'','*. ^^'''^»- Including 

HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth ex tra. 68. 
'^i5o2? (^'or^ri^Novels by: 

^tZ^' ?i°*^ extra, «8. 6d. each: L 
post 8vo^ lUustrated boards, 28. 

Open! Sesame! 

Written In Fine. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats, 
A Little Stepeon. 
Fighting the Alp. 

Masterman—Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. B^T Mk^J^^ 
MAN. Post8vp.illustrat^i;c^dVS" 



Mark Twain. Works by: 

The Choice WoPks of Mapk Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author With Life. PortSt/anl 
numerons Illustrations. Crown 8v<S 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

^ P«c/^fl ^•".f."'*^ ^^ Tom Sawyep. 
Post 8vo, Illustrated boards. 28. 

^'pI?J»*«^'^^^,T*'°"'">*' other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, Ulustrated boards. 28. 

The Pplnoe and the Paupep. With 
S^ex^^?-£^-«- SSwn^S; 

rw* S^ S« Steamship^ " giikS 
Pn^ Pleasure ExSursi^^S 
f °rope and the Holy Land. With 

the titll «f^k>r^''=i^'* Edition (under 
T«» .,? °^ ^^^^ Twain's Pleasurb 
TaiP "), post 8vo, illust. boards. 2a^^ 

^"'^ '^**'^o**'- With 314 Illustra- 
^8. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; 

P»«t 8vo, Ulustrated boards, i, * 
"''cI«S*i'*" ,^*I'*« Elephant, Ao. 

'■'S^^'oHlJf^^i'^I^'PP!- With about 
300 Orifiinal Illustrations. Ciown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 64. ^ 

^pfnn'^ w"**!?"^ «' Hucklebeppy 

Ri«";i 2f*'^ numerous lUusts. c7 

®^**' <Joth«tra, 78. 6d. jPrepaHig, 

"^Tetf nf^ST'® P'ays. From the 

Text of WiLUAM GlFFORB. Edited 

'*ISi1tl!';r'^"''°" Characters 

Mayfarr Library, The • 
Post Sto, cloth limp, J,. 64. pM Volnme. 

Introduction, by Aucb Ciiv. ^ 

H. H^'^^^KK^^ Translations b^ 
Melancholy Anatomised: A Popnlar 
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Mayfair Library, continued^ 

Gastronomy as a Fins Art. By 

Brillat-Savarin. 

The Speeches of Chaples Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities. Fancies, Follies, 
and Frollca By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrlcl- 
tlee. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fim*Bbc. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbrrt. 
First Skribs. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity ~ The Princess — 
The Palace of Trnth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Sbcond Series. Containing: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dani Dmce— Tom Cobb 
^H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbval 
Graves. 

Animals and their Mastsrs. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Soolal Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the BreakfSast-Table. 
By OlivIcr Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Paletta. By Robert 
Kempt. 

LIttIs Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Clerical Aneodotss. By J^acob Lar- 

WOOD. 

Forsnslo Anecdotes: or, Hnmour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwooo. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cocfcayns. By Henry S. 
Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By B. Lynn Linton. 

WItoh Stories. By B. Lynn Lintov. 

Oursslves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Playera. By Robert 
Macorboor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 

The Naw Republlo. By W. H. Mal- 
lock. 

puck on Pegasua. By If,CiioirMQitDi" 



Mayfair Library, ecntinued-^ 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol* 
mondblby-Penneix. Illustrated by 
George Du Maurier. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 
Cholmonoelby-Pennell. 

Thoreau: His Lite and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Punlana. By tne Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix de Salamanca, 

By Stream and Sea. By Waliam 
Senior. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves fk*om a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Mttdloine, Famlly.^One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
L. R C.P. Lend. . Cr. 8vo. lg.{ cl., iB. 6d . 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4b. Od. 

Mexican Mustang (On a). 

Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of *' Texas 
Siftings." 400 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 71. 6d. 

MIddtemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, SB.6d.: postSYO, illnst. bds.. 28. 

M r. Dor 1 1 1 Ion. Post Svo, illust. bds., 28. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Younfl: or^ The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fbnwick Mxllbr. Small Svo, cloth 
_limp, 2b. 6d;^ 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management of 
the Skin; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, ftc. Small Svo, 
l8. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

The Bath In Olseasee of the Skin. 
Small Svo, Is.; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small Syq, 
18. ; cletl) extra, I9. 64* 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Monorieff •-. The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. ScoTT-MoNCRiEFy. 
With Seven Etchings by John Psttib, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWbirtbr, A.R.A.,Colim Humtbr, 
R. MACBBTH.and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 2lB. 

Murray (D. Christie^, Novels 

by. Oown 8vo,cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boaidSt SB. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A l^odel Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of hi*e. 

By tha Qate of the Ssa. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each. 

Val Strange: A Story of the Primrose 
Way. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

CouYNS Carr. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
7i. 6d. 

Number Nip /Stories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children b^ Walter 
Grahaub. With Illustrations by J. 
MoTR Smztb. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
B. EUviBS* L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is. } 
cloth, IB. 6d. 

Oliphant. ~ Whiteladles: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

O'Connor. — Lord Beaconsfleld 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringine the book down to the Death 
of Lora Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
clo th extra, 7s. 6d. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes: 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Hbnry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. 

0'8haughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

extra, 7b. 6d. 
Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 

estra, lOs. 6d. 



Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8to, 

cloth extra, 68. each ; post Sro, iUas- 
trated boards, 28. each. 



Hel.d In Bondaga. 
strath mora. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Ceoll Castle- 

malne's Qaga. 
Idalla. 
Triootrln. 
Puck. 
Folle Farina. 

TwoLlttlaWoodan 
Shoes. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

SIgna. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. - 

Motha. 

PIplstrella 

A Vlllaga 

mune. 
BImbl. 
In Maremma. 



Com* 



Wanda: A NovaL Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6b. 

Freaooes : Dramatic Sketches. Crowa 
8vo, doth extra, 6b. [Shortly, 

BImbl: Prbsbntation Bditioh. Sq. 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 
78. 6d. 

Princess Napraxine. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, 818. 6d. 

Wisdom. Wit. and Pathoa Selected 
from the works of Ouida by P. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vOb 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : Hte Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait Post 8vo, cloth 
Ump, 2b. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
Ui a Tale. By the late J. H. Ajlbx« 
amdbr, B.A. Edited by H. A. Pao!. 
Crown 8vo, cloth eztn, 6i. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historioal In- 
trodaction and Notes, by T. M'Cui, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8b. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to jget most Benefit finm Medi« 
cal Advice. By Wxlljam Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8yo, iB.; doth, l8.6d. 

Paul Ferroll : 

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed hie Wffls. 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Patbrson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8T0b 
•Unstrated boards, 2b. 
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Peiyn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. If. each. 

Lost SIp Maseingberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Waitep'e Word. 

Halves. t Fallen Fortune*. 

What He Cost Hep. 

Less Black than ws'pe Painted. 

By Ppoxy. i High Splplts. 

Under Ono Roof. | Caplyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape flpom a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. | Fpom Exile. 

Poet 8vo, illustrated boards, 2», eacb. 

A Perfect Tpeasure. 

Bentlnck's Tutop. 

Mupphy's Mastep. 

A County Family. | At Her Mspoy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

CaoH's Tpyst. 

The Clyflkrds of ClyfliB. 

The Family Scapegraca 

The Foeter Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Kit: A Memory. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, te. 6d. 

The Canon's Ward. With Portrait 
of Author. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

In Peril and Privation: A Book for 
Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Qi. 

. \ln pteparatioH, 

Penneil (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post Svo, doth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 

Social, Selected and Edited by H. 

C. Pknnbll. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten foil- 
page lUusts. by G. Du Mauribr. 

Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phblps, 
Author of " The Gates Ajar.*' Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 2b. M. 



Plrkls.— Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. By Catherine Pirkis. Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover. Is. 

Pianche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyolopeedla of Costume ; or, 

A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Military— from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fa^ions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
tile Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts. 
£7 Tb. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 13s. 6d. each : Vol. I. The 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A Gbnbrai« 
History of Costumb tN Buropb. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
. Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Songs and Poem& from 1819 to 1^9. 
Edited, with an introduction, by nis 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarnbss. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Play-time: Sayings, and Doings 
of Baby-land. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed in 
Colours. 58. 

Plutaroh's Lives of litustplous 

Men. Translated itom the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanqhornb. Two Vols., 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOs. 00. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) : — 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charlbs 
Bacdblairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d« 

The Mystepy of Maple Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Svo, illust.bas.,2B. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post Svo, cl. limp, 28. 

Power.— Phil Istia: A Novel. By 

Cbcil Powbr. Three Vols., crown 
Svo. {Shortly, 

Price (E. O.), Novels by: 

Valentlna: A Sketch. With a Pron« 

tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr. Svo, 

cl. ex., 88. 6d.; post Svo.illnst. bds., 28. 

The Foi^igneps. Cr. Svo, cl, ex., 38.6d« 

Mra. Lancaster's Rival. Crown Sro^ 
sloth sztra, 88. 60^ 
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Ppootor (RIchd. A.)* Works by : 

Flowera of the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. 

Easy Star Leeeons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Familiar Scionoe Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subiects Cr 8vo, cloth extra.68. 

Our Place among Infinities: A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Bdition.with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With lUnsts. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. [Shortly. 

Wages and Wants of Solenoa 
Workers. Crown 6vo, l8. 6d. 

Pyrotechnl8t'8Trea8ury(The); 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, ^. 6d. 

Rabeials' Works. Faithfully 
Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb 
DoR^. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, T b 6d. 

Ramboseon. — Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed 'Chart of 
Sp ect ra, 78. 6d. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brbwbr. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containmg s 
CoMPLBTB English Bibliografhy. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Bbm- 
tAMiN WARD Richardson, M.I>., fto. 
Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 68. 



Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, illustn bds.. 2b. each ; 

or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illnst.SB. 61L each. 
Peg Wofflngton. Illnstiated by S. Lm 

FiLDBS, A. R.A. 
Christie Johnstons. Illustrated by 

William Small. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend, n- 

lastrated by G. J. Pinwbll. 
The Course of True Love Never did 

run Smooth. Illostrated by Hblbm 

Patbrson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jaolc 

of all Trades; and James Lambert. 

Illustrated by Matt Strbtch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbn Edwakos. 
The Double Marriage. lUust. by Sir 

John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Kbbmb. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charlbs Kbbmb. 
Hard Cash. lUust. by P. W. Lawsob. 
Qrlfnth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDBs, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. Illnst. by Du Mauribr. 

Put Yourself In His Place. Illus- 
trated by RoBBRT Barmbs. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illastrated 
by Edw. Hughbs and A. W. Coopbr. 

The Wandering Heir. Illnstiated by 
H. Patbrson, S. L. Filobs, A.R.A. , 
C. Grbbn. and H. Woods, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. Illostrated by Katb 
Crauford. 

A WomanHater. Illostrated by 
Thos. Couldbry. 

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portiait 
of Charlbs Rbadb. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illastrated 
by P. MacNab. 

Good Stories of Men and othar 
Animals. Illustrated bv E. A. Abbby, 
Pbrcy Macquoio, and Josbpr Nasb. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illastrated 
by Joseph Nash. 

Riddel! (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illastrated boards, SB. each. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Qardsn Party. 



Weird Stories, 
extra, 8s. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, doth 



Rimmer (AifVed), Works by: 

Our Old Country Towns. With 
50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, lOi SO. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 
SoIUusto. Sq.Svo, cloth gilt, lOi Sd. 

About England with Olokens. With 
jSIUastsTDyALFRBDRiiiMBRandC. A« 
YAMOBBHOor. Sq. Svot sl.gilt, VkML 



CHATTO «• WJNDUS, PICCADILLY. 



<t 



Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Women are Strange Cr. 8vo. cloth 
extra, 88. 6d.; postSvo. illust. bds., 2a. 

The Handa of Justice. Crown 8to, 
cloth extra, 9m. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown 8vo. cloth 

extra, 78. 6d 
The Poets' Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. [/» preparation. 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
S7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates bv 
Georqb Cruiksh ank, choicely printed. 
Crown Bto, cloth extra, 78. 6a. A few 
L.arge- Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price S6s. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
Beuvb. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 68. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (W. Clark, Author of 
"The Wreck of the Grosvenof^'), 
Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
Round the Qalley-Flre. 
On the FokVIe Head : A Collection 
of Yams and Sea Descriptions. 

[In the press, 

8ala.~Gasllght and Daylight! 

By George Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, Illustrated boards. 28. 

8anson. — Seven Generations 

of ^Executioners : Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (168S to 1847). Edited 
byHxNRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.88. 6d. 

8aunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 9A each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. eacht 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Ag Inst the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

Th« Tw« DrMUfn«pt. 



Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon's Rock. 

The Hi gh Mills. 

Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land. 

Three Vols., crown Svo. 

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to (Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopv, Phjf- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Montnly ; or 
5s. per year, post free. Bach Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XIX. (1883), at 58. each. Cases for 
Binding, l8. 6d each. 

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon. 

An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over zoo new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele- 
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 168. 

[The immediate success of ''The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 1882. 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
WiMDus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
style, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard- 
less of cost, Mr. Anthony's skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.^ 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated. 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic.'* By W. H. Crembr. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or. 
Complete Art of Makine Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish, with numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts.Game&Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Prank Bbllbw* 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tncks, White Magic, 
Sleight oi Hand. Edited hj Vf.U» 
GuMss. With tee IllastratioBii 
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'* Sbcrvt Out " Sskiss, eonHtmed^ 

The Merry Oirole: A Book of New 
Intellectdal Games and Amasements. 
By Clara Bbllbw. With many 
Illutntions. 

Me^lolen'eOvvn Book: Per fo nnencet 
with Gups and Balls, Bggs, Hats. 
Handkerchle£s, ftc. All m>m actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Crs- 
ifKR. 800 lUnstrations. 

Maglo No Myetery: Tdcka with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, ftc., with folly 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Frontispiece and many Illus- 
trations. 

Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 
lunp, 2g. ed. 

8even Sagas (The) of Prehls- 

torfc Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 08. 

Shakespeare : 

The FIret Folio Shakeepeai^.— Mr. 
WiLXJAM Sbakssfbarb's Comedies. 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Original! Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iagqard 
and Ed. Blount. 1633. — A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile^ by a photogra- 
phic process— ensuring the strictest 
accursicy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7a 6d. 

TheLanedowneShakeepeare. Beau- 

tifullv printed in red and black, in 
small out very clear type, with 
engraved facsimile of Drobshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
finom Shakespeare. By Crarlbs 
and Mart Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Crown 4to, clotn 
gilt, 6b. 

The Handbook of Shakeepeara 
Muslo. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alprbd Roffb. 
4to, halfRoxburgbe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alobk- 
MON Crarlbs Swinburnb. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, 88. 



Shelley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, Sl ; 
or separately, 28. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
Ac., with an IntrodactiOD by Ljiior 
Hort; VoL IL, his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, Ac.; Vol. II L, 
Posthumous PDems,the Shelley Papers, 
ftc. : Vol. IV., his Prose Work% in- 
cluding A Re<iitati<m of Deism, Zas- 
troszi. St Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan : — 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed firom the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Pun^ ftc. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, oloth extra, gilt, with xo full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. Sd. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Soandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

gaphioal Sketch of Sheridan, by 
RANDBR Matthbws. With Docora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 fell-page Illus- 
trations. Demy Bvo, ol. bos., Ub. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samubl A. Bent, M.A« 
Demy 8yo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetloal Works, including all those in 
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry ot 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
Bvo, cloth boards, 188. 

Signboards : Their History. 

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 

iACOB Larwood and Joivn Camdbn 
Iottbm. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustration, 78. 6d. 

Sims (Q. R.)— How the Poor 

Live. With 60 Illustrations by Frbo. 
Barnard. Large 4to, llL 

Sketohley.— A Match In the 

Dark. By Arthur Skbtci!x.by. Pod 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and AneodotaL 
Cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prinoe of Argolls : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Mora 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
X30 Illustrations, 88. 6d. 
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Smith's (J. Moyr) Works, continued— 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Siiitb. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gilt, profusely lUust., 6b. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Nordiem Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNB. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Spaldlng.-Elizabethan Demon- 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Eidstence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alprbd Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 

dpelght. — The Mysteries of 

Heron C^yke. By T. W. Spbight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellbn 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

8penser for Children. By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations by 
Waltbr J. Morgan. Crown ^to, with 
Colottred Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6b. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Chees ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openhigs, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Woruald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, fit. 

8terndaie.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robbrt Armitagb Stbrn- 
dalb. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illnstratea boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Tpavels with a Donkey In the 

Cevennee. Frontispiece by Waltbr 

Cranb. Post 8vo, doth limp, 28. 6d. 
An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 

W. Cranb. Post 8vo, ol. Ip., 28. 6a. 
Vipglnlbue Pueplaque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Famlllap Studies of Men and Booke. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 68. ; post Bvo, illust. bds., 28. 
The Sllvepado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra , 68. [In prepaiation. 

SETJohn. — ^A Levantine Family. 

By Baylb St. John. Post 8vo, illas- 
trated bo ards, ». 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. Bv Charles 
Warrbm Stoddard. Illust. oy Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo,c1. extra, 88 6d. 

St. Pierre.— Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Bsr- 
NARDiN St. Pierrb. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. S. Cmrkm, Post 8vo, d. Ip., 8i. 



Stories from Foreign Novel- 
lets. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Hblbn and Aucb Zim- 
M ERN ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo cloth e xtra, 88. 6(L 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro* 
cessions. Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Presient Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Honb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d . 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Societv, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swift's Choice Worlds, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travel s." Cr. 8vo, clo th ex tra, 7s. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6b. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. First Sbribs. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also in crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Poems and Ballade. Sbcond Sbribs. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo Is. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 168. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 108.6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,128.6d. 
Qeorge Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Stud lee. Crown 8vo, 12b. 
Ereohtheus: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, 18. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 68. 
A study of Shakeepeare. Cr. 8vo, 88. 
Songs of the Springtides. Crowa 

8vo, 68. 
Studlee In Song. Crown 8vo, 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 88. 
Tristram of Lyoneese, and other 

Poems. Crown Bvo, 98. 
A Century of Roundels Small 4to, 

cloth extra. 88. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 78. 
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8ymond8.— Wine, Women and 

tfong. Mediasval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. Ad- 
DiNOTON Symonos. Small 8vo,parch- 
ment, ei. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
80M*s droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTBN. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. 

Taine's History of English 

Lltaratupe. Translated by Hbnrt 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 80i.~Populas Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8v o, cloth extra, 15b. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L8.), Works 

by: 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and loo 
lUnsts. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Cup Common British Fossils: A 
Complete Handbook. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. TS. 6d. [Preparing, 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 



2a. 



Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas : ^' Clancarty," " Jeanne 
Dare," "TTwixt Axe and Crown," 
"The Fool's Revenge," " Ark wrighfs 
Wife." "Anne Boleyn,'» "Plot and 
Passion." One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extn, 7b. 6d. 

*** The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at IB. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extr», 6 8. 

Thaokerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makbpsacb 
Thackbrat. depicting Humorous 
Incidenu in his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day readinj'. With Coloured 
Frontis piece. Cr.8vo,c 3. extra, 7b. 6d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. ea\/Qlu 

Creesfda. 

Prou4 Malels. 

The Vfolin-Play«|i 



Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life 

A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Pest 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Thomson's Seasons and OcLstle 

of fndolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Alx.an 
Cunningham, and over ko fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Sto^ 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walpord, M.A. With Illaa- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.SJL 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondencs of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous lUusts. in Coloors. 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6(L 

Old Stories Re-told. Post Svo^ doth 
limp, 2b. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 28. 

TImbs (John), Works by: 
The History of Clubs and Club LHb 
in London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Cofifee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

English Eooentrlcs and Ecoen- 
trlolties: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Stnmge Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illnsts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Ton- 
rews, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra. Me . 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extxa, 88. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Kept in the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby 

Like Shipe upon the Sea. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Mabel's Progress. Crown 8vo^ cloth 
extra, 8b. 60. 

AnneFMmefa. Crt8T0,cl.sx.,ai.M< 
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Tpollope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphus Trollops. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2B. 

Tytlep (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8i. 6d. each ; 
post 8to, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 

Wh&t Sha Came Through. 

The Brldo'a Pass. 



Saint Mungo'8 City, 
cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Beauty and the Beast, 
crown 8vo, 8l8. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, 
iPrtparing, 

Three Vols., 
[Shortly, 



Tytlep (C. C. Fraser-)- — ^i^- 

tpeee Judith : A Novel. By C. C. 
Fbasbk-Tytlbk. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, as. 6d. 

Van LAun.— History of French 

Literature. By Hbnry Van Lauh. 

Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 

_cloth boards^78j5d.^ach; 

Villari.— A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Limda Villarx. Fcap. 
_8vo, pict ure co v er, Ig. 

Waloott— Church Work and 

Life In English Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackbnsib E. C. Walcott, JB.D. 
Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14s. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 
The County Families of the United 
KlnfUlom. Containing Notices of 
, the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
' tion, &c., of more than xs,ooo dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices tn«r hold or have held, their 
Town and country Addresses, Clubs, 
Ac. Twenty-tourth Annual Edition, 
for X884, cloth, full gilt. 60b. 

The Shilling Peerage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lasts (rf Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. jamo, cloth. Is. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1884). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets oi the United Kinadom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation. Addresses, &c same, 
doth. Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1884). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights ot tne United Kinedom, 
shcMt Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, ftc. same, 
cloth. Is. Published annually. 



Walford's (Edw., M.A.) Works, eoe.— 

The Shilling House of Commons 
(1884). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
ftc. 32mo, cloth. Is. Published' 
annually. 

The Complete Pobrage, Baronet* 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1884). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extia, gilt edges, 
6b. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation: being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to An^e for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate lUustrationa Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, to. 6d. each. 

V/anderlnge In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bbkrbohii. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frbobrick Boylb. 

Savage Life. By Frbdbrick Boylb. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 

By Georob Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruixshanx. 

CIroue Life and Cirous Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 

Thomas Frost. 
The Old Shdwmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deepe* An Account of the 
Straijge Fish to be found there. By 
Jambs Grbbnwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Grbbnwood. 

Tunis The Land and the Pecmle. 
By the Chevalier de Hessb-Wab- 
tbqo. With 23 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaclt. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzosrald. 

Tavern Aneodotee and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta* 
verns. Cofifee Houses, Clubs, te. 
By Charlbs Hxndlbt. With Iliastib 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Wandsrbr's Library, The, eontittued^ 

The Qen lal Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By B. P. 
HiMOSTON. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Porks. 
By Jacob Larv^ood. With lUusta. 

London Characters. By Henry Mat- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Qoneratlons of Executioners: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to 1847). Edited by Henry 
Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. Bv C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of * My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to Imitate 
the Original, aa in. by 14 in. Price 2s. 

Warrant to Exeoute Mary Queen of 
Scota An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Qneea Eliza* 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2i. 

Maf na Charta. An exact FacsimUs 
of tioie Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 

J>late paper, nearly 3 feet long by a 
ieet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblaxoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 51. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A LiM 

of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaxoned in G^d 
and Colours. Price 6t. 



Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. CoRYj M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc., ftc. With zo Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, iB. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Weatropp.— Handbook of Pot. 

tary and Porcelain ; or. History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDOER M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Mark s. Crown 8v o, cloth li mp, JB, 6d. 

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 

Art Critics. By J. A. Macnbixx 
WaiSTbBR. 7th Eaideo, sq. 8ts« Is. 



White's Natural HD^tory of 

Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8to, 
cloth limp, 2g. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.RJ\.8.), 

Works by: 

Science Notes. See the Gbhtuwaii's 
Magazine. 1b. Monthly. 

Science In Short Chapters. Crosm 
8vo, cloth extra, 7b. So. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with lUusts., Si. M. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. Si. [In the press, 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.8.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Pqpnlar 
Hiistory of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. Od. 

Leaves fPom a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studiee, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, Si. 

Winter ~{*L8;r8torle8 by: 

* Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8s. M. ssclu 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

_ Cavalry Life. I Regi mental Legends. 

Women of the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary. By Prances Hats. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. [/» the press, 

Wood.--8ablna: A Novel. By 
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds.. Si. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Qoaint, and 
Out-of-the-way Matters. By Buaxss 
SowASDS. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl e».,7B. fld. ; Ijalf-boond, Sl 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Carieature History of the Qeorges. 
rrhe House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, Ac. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. Sd. 

History of Caricature and of tha 
Qrotesqus In Art, Literature^ 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S.A Large post 8vo, 61. ex..7i.6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

CastatMBy. | The Forlorn HopOi 
Land at Last 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 

Now in the press, 

ROBT, BUCHANAtrS NEW NOVEL 
Foxglove Manor. By Robt. ByoaAKAR, 
Author of " The Shadow of the Sword,'' 
" God and the Man,*' fto. Three Vols., 



WILKIE COLLINSES NEW NOVEL, 

"I Say No." By Wilkib Collins. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

MTS.CASREL HOETS NEW NOVEL 

The Lovoi*'8 Creed. By Mrs. Cashbl 
HosY, Author of " The Blossoming of 
an Aloe," &c. With la Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. 

SARAH TYTLEWS NEW NOVEL, 

Beauty and the Beaat. By Sarah 
Tytlbr, Author of " The Bride's Pass," 
"Saint Mungo's City," "Citoyenne 
Jacqueline," &c. Three Vols., or. iJvo. 

CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL, 

By Mead and Stream. By Charlbs 
Gibbon, Author of "Robin Gray." 
"The Golden Shaft," " Queen of the 
Meadow," ftc. Three Vols., cr. 8vo. 



crown 8vo. 

BASIL*S NEW NOVEL. 

"The Wearing of the Green." By 

Basil, Author of " Love the Debt," 
"A Drawn Game," &c. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. 

JULIAN HAWTHORNE'S NEW 
STORIES. 

Meroy Holland, and other Stories. By 
J. Hawthorns. Author of " Garth," 
" Beatrix Randolph, &c. Three Vols., 
crown Svo. 

NEW NOVEL BY CECIL POWER, 

Phi I let la. By Cecil Power. Three 
Vols., crown Svo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Fbpnlar Stories by the Best Aothors. Library Editions, many* Illustrated, 

crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortfboy. 
My Little Qirl. 
The Case of Mr. LuorafL 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Qolden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of ThelemcL 
Twaa In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT, 
AH Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. » 

The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
TIM New Abefard. 

BY MRS. M. LOVETT CAMERON. 

^•MlvmFS IvfP. I Jllllsfa Qimrdlan. 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



AntonlncL 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



Miss or Mrs. P 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET,' 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DB MILLS, 
A Castle in Spain.' 

BY 7. LBITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | CIroe's Lovers 



BY U, BBTHAM'BDWARDS. 
Fellofa. 1 *^***y* 

BY MRS. ANIflB BDWARDBS. 
Arohle Lovell. 

BY R. B. FRASCILLON. 

SSiphetua.! ARealQuaen. 
Prsfac^bySifBARTLBFRBRB. 

Pandupang HaH. _„„^ 

By EDWARD GARRBTT. 

The Capel GIH* 

BY CHARLBS GIBBON. 

.Robin Gray* 
For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What win the World Say P 
Fop th« King. 
In Honoup Bound. 
Ctueen of the Meadow. 
In Pastupee Qpeen. 
The Flowep of the Fopeet. 
A Heart'e Ppoblem. 
The Braee of YaPPOW. 
The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degpee. 

Fancy Fpee. 

Loving a Dpeam. 

BY THOMA^HARDY. 

Undep the GPeenwood Tpee. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNB. 

GaPth. 

Ellloe Quentln. 

Sebastian Stpome. 

pplnoe Saronra Wife. 

Duet. I Fortune'. Fool. 

Beatplx Randolph. 

BY SIR A, HBLPS. 
Ivan de Bipon. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thopnlcpoft'e Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Fpee. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dapk Colleen. 

BY HBNRY KINGSLBY. 
Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Caatle. 



— ^Mll 11 I ■ 

PlCCADXX.LT NOVEX.8. C^'MfJ*- 

BY B, LYNN LINTON. 
Patplcia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Oundafc 
The World Well Loet. 

Under which Lord P 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family 

« My Love!" I «>«•• 

BY HBNRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyoe. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdale Nelghboure. 
Mv Enemy's Daughter. 
Llnley Roohford. I A Fair S«en 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athene. 
BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LLJ), 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quakep Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
lostRoee. 1 The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
open ! Sesame 1 I Written In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touoh and Go. 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
LIfe'e Atonement, j Coal, of ^pe- 
Joseph's coat. )tl^7^ 

A Model Father. I Heart.. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
The Way of the WoHd. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. ^.rrr 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL, 

Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- 1 Carlyon's Year. 

berd. , A Confldentlal 

Best of Husband. Agent. 
Fallen Fortune From Exile. 
Halve.. ^ A G«ipe f*^m • 

Walter*. Word. Thorn. 

XtHeCoetHer ForCaehOn^y. 

Lew Black than ^^J^^"^^ 

We're Painted. ^^^\, _^ 

B/ Proxy. Kits A Memory. 

High Spirit* Thj Owion-i 

Under On. Roof. I wara. 
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Piccadilly Notbls, eonHHued~~ 
BY B. C. PRICE. 
ValentlncL | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS, D.C.L. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Caah. I Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
QrHnth Qaunt. I Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir, i A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. j Readlana. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDFLL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. IV. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. | The High Mills. 



Piccadilly Novels, eontinued-^ 
BY T. W. SPEIGHT, 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyks. 

BY R. A, STERNDALB. 
The Afghan Knifs. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Proud M aisle. | CressldcL 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. i Marlon Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 
By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Othen 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 

BY C.C. FRASER'TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY y,S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aIdA. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grant ley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Cass of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By psila's Arbour. 



POPULAR NOVELS, 
boards, 28. each. 
By Bssamt and Ricb, continued^ 

The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
BY WALTER BESANT. 

Ail Sorts and Conditions of 

The Captains' Room. 

BY FREDERICK BOY LB. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTS, 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Campi 
Callfomlan Stories^ 
Gabriel Conroy.l Flip. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Cbbap Popular Notew, amtitmed^ 
BY ROBBRT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS, BURNETT, 
Surly TInfL 

BY MRS, LOVETT CAMERON, 
Decelvere Ever. | Jullet'e Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



MIse or Mrs. P 
The New Magda- 
len. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Dest i n lee 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 



AntonlncL 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscelianlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 

8%veet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

A Fight with FoKune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Soholcu*. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. 1 Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY J. LEITH DERWBNT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS, 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Plokwiok Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nlohoias Nlokleby. 
BY MRS. ANNIE BDWARDBS, 
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 
BY M, BSTHAM'BDWARDS, 
Fellola. I Kitty. 

BY EDWARD BGGLBSTON, 
Roxy. 



Cheap Popular NovelSi conHmmed^ 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. \ Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mre. TlUoteon. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R, S. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 
Prefaced by Sit H. BARTLB FREES. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL, 
One of Two. . 

BY EDWARD GARRETT 
The Capel GIrIa 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 

In Pasturee Green 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar- 
row. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
in Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Quests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD, 
DIok Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Every*Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul WynteKs Saorifloe. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY JULIAN HA WTHORNB. 
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma 

Elllce Quentfn. I Dust. 
Prinos Saronl's Wills. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The Houss of Raby. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunehbaok of Metre Dame. 
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Chsap Popular Notsls, tontinnu^ 

BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn loroft's Model. 
The Leaden Ceuket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGBLOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT ^AY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLBY, 
OakahottCaetle. | Number Seventeen 

BY B, LYNN LINTON. 
PatHola Kemball. 
The Atonement of Laam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under whioh Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
Qldaon Flayea. 

BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P. 
Dear Lady DIedaln. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
LInley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixots. 
The Comet «f a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS, MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S, MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Ross. 

BY IV, H, MALLOCK, 
The New Republio. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 



A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesams! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY f, MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MWDLEMASS. 
Touoh and Qq. | Mr. Dorillioa 



Crbap Popui^r Moyels, continued^ 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 

BY MRS, OLIFHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

-By MRS, ROBERT O'REILLY, 
PhoBbe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castle* 
mains. 

Tricotrln. 

Puok. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

Signs. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrsilo. 

A Village Com 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
In Maremma. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
surs. 

Bentlnok'e Tutor. 

Murphy's Mastsr. 

A County Family. 

At Her Meroy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

CiyfTkrds of CiyfRB 

The Feim I iy Scape- 
grace. ■ I 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Hei» 

H u morous Stories 



Liks Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Reel- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbsy. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

4200 Reward. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
- Agent. 

Some Private 

From Exile. 

A Qrape fMm a 
Thorn. 



Gwendoline's Hai- [ pp^ Cash Only. 

BY EDGAR A. FOB, 
The Mystery of Marie Roget." 
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Chsap Popular Novels, cmtinusd^ 
BY B. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofllntfton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Qpifflth Qaunt. 
Put Yourself In His Plaoe. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Couree of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman*Hater. 
ReadlancL 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELLm 
Hei* Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

BY F, W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN, 
A Levantine Family. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS* 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion in the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY* 
A Match in the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Myeteriee of Heron Dylc«i 

BY R,A. STERN DALE, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R, LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Creeelda. I Proud Maleta. 

The VIolinPiayer. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS, 
A Fight for Life. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued'^ 
BY WALTER THORNBURY, 

Tales for the Marlnee. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 

The Way We Live Now. 

The American Senator. 

Frau Frohmann. 

Marlon Fay 

Kept In the Dark. 
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPS 

Like Shipe upon the Sea. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An idle Excursion. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
BY SARAH TYTLEBU 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride'e Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Lifs. I Regimented Legends 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hoipm. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS, 
Paul Ferroil. 
Why Paul Ferroli Killed hie Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, pietnie covers, li. esch. 

Jeff Briggs'e Love Story. Bj Brbt 

Hartb. 
The Twine of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Hartb. 

Mre. Qalneborough'e Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of " That Lass o' Lowrie*s.*' 

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 
" That Lass o* Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. B; the 
Author of ^ That Lass o* Lowne's.** 

Trooping with Crowe. By Mrs. 

PiRSXS. 

The Profeeeor^e Wife. By Lbomard 

Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Lmoa Villarx. 
Eether'e Glove. By R. B. Framcolom. 
The Oai^en that Paid the Rent 

By Tom Jbrrqld. 
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